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SCENE ROME. 


THE 


ex 1 Eos 
Clodius, Enters alone. 


X4{*#ÞKOMANS, you have your with ; at length 
* . eee ay . 

* 2 A Tribune; one who knows your brutal luſt 

NAM For civil flaughter, and will fate its rage 

On the firſt Spirits of imperial Rome. 

I faw you, as you rent your throats for Clodius, 

How vulture-like you turn'd aloft in air 

| Your carrion beaks, and ſnuft the winds for prey : 

And ye ſhall have it ; to the lips in blood, 

Patrician blood, Pl ſteep you; till the days 

Of Gracchus ſhall look white compar'd to mine. 

No Aulu —— 1 Enter A. Gabinius, * 
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Gab. Happineſs and len 2 of days 
Wait on our Tribune, my noble Friend ! 
| Clid. Why how now, Conſul, theſe are terms of 


| | office, 

And ſavour of the Faſces. | 
Gab. Paſs on there. Exeunt Lifors, &c. 
Clid. And now, my Friend, how looks the day 

abroad? 


Gab. To you clear and pro itious; to your foes, 
And that old ſcoffing pedant Cicero, 
Louring and mournful, as the garb he wears. 
_ Cled. Say ſt thou the garb ? 
Gab. Why, he hath put on black; 
Kno ye not that? Caius, and all the reſt; 


The whole Tribe mourns ; ; _ Terentia t opal 
Clod. Tis well; 1 


"Tis as J wiſht it. 5 

Gab. Your new law condemns "A 8 
Which interdiQts the elemental uſes, | 
To whomſoever ſhall have put to Grath 

A Citizen untried. 
Clod. Tis not the law, | 
But he himſelf by this unmanly at = 
That doth himſelf condemn : Weak, ſhallow coward ! 
1 would have had his ruin my own work; 
But he runs on my toils, as if he meant 
To be my rival in his own deſtruction. 

Gab. Hear thou this, Catiline ! and pe! that bled | 
At the proud Conful's bidding! 
_._ Clad. Yes, Gabinius, 

In my revenge the dead themſelves ſhall j join; ; 

And by the quick'ning powers of vengeance rous 'd, 
The aſhes of your brave friend Catiline 

Shall leap and burſt their urn. 
Sab. He was my Friend, 
My brave, unhappy, much-lamented Friend; 
With pride I own it: Oh! were this the * 
When, with my foot on yon proud Pleader's neck, 
I might proclaim it in the Senate's face, 
Up to the beard of Cato. | 

Clod. Soft you now; _ 

J hold the Senate as our F riends, Gabinius. 


Gas. 


— m — — 


Senne 5 
Gab. Hang em, dull herd, they're each man's friends 
by turns, 5 e 
The lateſt ae ever has their voices. 
Yon talking gownſman with his bleared eyes, 
By dealing forth his own applauſe amongft them, 
And his ſtale cant of Danger to the State, 
Had almoſt wrought his hearers to the = 
Of driving Publius Clodius forth from' Rome, 


The Enemy of his Country 


Chd. Hah ! Where met they ? 
Gab. T the Fane of Concord. 


|  Clod. Fane of Concord, ſay thou? 
| I tell thee, Aulus, in that very | 
Which now they call Concord, but which foon 


Shall prove the ſcene of civil defolation ; 


Iwill make fat the dogs of Rome with laughter, 


Ere I will move one foot from out theſe walls 


At their audacious bidding. 
T 

Their tumult had the life but of a moment; 
When ftrait they fell to 3 and abject tears, 


Which I with ſcorn repuls d; whereat enrag'd, 


Uproſe the Tribune Ninnius, and mov'd 
That that auguſt Aſſembly ſhould adopt 


The fame dark weeds which Marcus Tullius wore, 
And dignify his forrows with their own. 
Clod. The Senate mourn for Cicero? For Cicero 
Have I then toil'd ? and have I ſow'd my gold 


In each baſe palm, (O wavering worthleſs Senate) 


For him to reap the harveſt of my hopes? 


My curſes on the name! 


Gab. Who rave you thus ?  — 


And what am I? hath not my edict powe 


To ſhake the Senate from their feeble votes? 
And it hath done it; from the Roſtrum's height 
I have'denounc'd my war upon their heads: 


Pye filenc'd Lucius Lamia's ſaucy tongue; 
Two hundred miles from Rome the exile wanders : 
And what more awful is there in the name | 


Of Cicero, than Lamia ? O my Publius, 


Leave we to prey upon the wretched limbs, 
5 And at the head and vital ſource of all, 


A3 Strike; 
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Strike; there dire one bold deciſive blow, 
And live at large hereafter. 

Clod. Greatly faid ! 
Thy Friendſhip's warm and animating ſpirit, 
Breath d on my ripening projects, calls 'em forth 
To full-grown life, in the ſame fruitful period 
At once conceiv d and born; and therefore, Aulus, | 
'Thou ſhalt receive a fruitful recompence ; 
Not bare Cilicia; but a richer lot, 


Syria, the wealthieft province of the ſtate, 


Shall crown thy fortune, ſhall repair the breach 
Which thy bold wafte has made, and ſhut out Ruin, 
That elſe might faſten on thy naked ſtate, 

And pull thee down to ſhame. _— this enough, 
This ſaucy Tribune Ninnius. "Tis well; 

"Tis well. O Memory, regiſter that deed ! 


| Yet what of that? Contemptuous filence quel d 
Ihe vain light thought, and che raſh project fell 


With its firſt mover. 
Gab. Couldſt thou think it, friend, 


That many of the firſt eſteemed note, 
Curio, Hortenſius, and the old ſtoic Cato, 


Aided the hateful motion ? Weak indeed 


His fingle voice; but, ſpreading as it roll'd, 


It came upon us like the gathering thunder, 


And the low murmur ſwell'd into a ſtorm. 


Clod. Are they ſo rank? And hath old Cato then 


Forgot his rugged nature, and become _ 
Fawning and ſmooth? To Marcus Tullius n 
Oh! I could burſt with ſpleen. 


Gab. No, Clodius, no: 


Cato is ſtill ſevere, is ſtill himſelf; . 


Rough and unſhaken in his ſqualid garb. 
He told us he had long in anguiſh mourn'd, 


Not in a private but the public cauſe ; 


Not for the wrong of one, but wrong of all, 


Of Liberty, of Virtue, and of Rome. 
| Clad. No more, I ſleep o'er Cato's drowſy theme : 


He is the Senate's drone, and dreams of Liberty, 
When Rome's vaſt Empire is ſet up to ſale, 


And 4 


The hated name of Milo; his alone, 


Throwing his mantle by, in public view | 


For *twas a Roman dreſs ; their ſable ſcarves, 


Them, as he faid, he left to puling maids 
And ſedentary widows. | 


Let me not hear it; in the world there lives not 
One, whom my ſoul holds in ſuch perfect hate 
As that ſame Milo. How it is I know not, 
But by the Gods he awes my very blood; | 
Therefore no more of him. What faid my Ceſar ? 


But Pompey 


a] | 


Elena 7 


And portion d out to each ambitious bidder 
In marketable lots. But now proceed; 
Give me more names; theſe many I have wrote 


Deep in the vengeful tablets of my heart. 


Gab. Then in the front and foremoſt page of all 
print deep in everlaſting characters, 


When every other eye was read with tears, 

His only burnt with hot and ſcalding rage; 
He hates thee, Clodius ; and when all were loud 
For mourning, he with a diſdainful air 


Shew'd them his mailed corſlet, bid 'em mark it ; ; 


Clad. O Gabinius, 


Tell me how look'd the riſing Sun of Rome? 


Sab. What, know you not that Czfar's new COMIN 
Forbids his entrance into Rome E” 


Clad. 2 Tis true: 


Gab. Oh! who ſhall attempt to read 


In Pompey's face the movements of his heart? 
The ſame calm artificial look of ſtate, | 
His half-clos'd eyes in ſelf attention wrapt 

Serve him alike to maſk unſeemly joy, 


Or hide the pangs of envy and reve 


+ Cled. See, yonder your old collegue Pi iſo comes 


But name Hypocriſy and he appears; 
How like his Grandfire's monument he WY: 


He wears the dreſs of holy Numa's days, 

Ihe brow and beard of Zeno; trace him home, 

_ You'll find his houſe the ſchool of vice and luſt, 
The fouleſt ſink of Epicurus' ſte 
And bim the rankeſt ſwine of all the herd. 


SCENE 


Eg ww S wy 9 . 


Apollodorus, prithee call to mind 
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SC SN EU 


Clodius, Gabinins, Piſo, attended by POO Greci- 


ans, and others. 


Piſe. Now, by the ſoul of Socrates, I ſwear 
[Afede to his Attendants. 
They do me wrong, who ſay I ſought this load 


Of care and envy: I, a weak old man, 
What other taſte of joy have I, alas 
Save only with a few learn'd friends about me, 


To meaſure out my laſt low dregs of life 

In peace, and creep into a ſilent 2 | 
Clod. Moſt . and noble Piſo, fairly met. 
Gab. Welcome, thrice-worthy Collegue ! ! 
Piſo. Welcome both : 


Shame of my old eyes that I ſaw you _. 
Sab. Bear with me, Brother, if I'm bold to tell you 
You've done me wrong. 


Piſo. Name it, and be redreſt. 
Gab. You are too ſtudious of your eaſe, and ſeek 


To ſhift the burthen, you was bound to ſhare, 
Upon the weaker ſhoulders: From the Senate 


Wherefore this morning abſent ? whilſt I bear 


The ſweat and labour of the day, at home 
Tou fit, wrapt up in calm 3 | 
And moralize at leiſure : 


is not well. 
Fiſe. 8 me your pardon, when my Country made 


Their Conſul, did they make me young withal, 


Active and vigorous, like thee, Gabinius? 


Or take me as they found me, an old man 
Worn out with age and ſtudy? Let em then 


Look for no other than an old mans ſervice, | 
My counſel and my pray'rs ; them they ſhall have. 


I told you 'twould be thus. (Ta his Attendants. 


Clod. Whence are theſe ene 
Piſo. Of Athens. 
Clod. Learn d, no doubt. 
Pi ſo. As Greece e'er bred. 


| The 


rw — ne Ro 


F 9 

The lines which Athenzus (him, I mean | 
The Epigrammatiſt) writes in the praiſe 
Of the wiſe Se@ of Stoics, the ſound ſchool, 
And true definers of the Sovereign Good ; 
Speak low, ſuch are not for the public ear. 

Clod. How this old ſpecious raſcal cheats the world ! 
Yon fellow is his paraſite, his pp 3 
I read it on his forehead. 

Piſo. And did Clodia 
Deliver this herſelf to you ? 

Apol. Herſelf, 
With her own gracious lips. 

Piſo. Gods, Gods! I thank you: 
As ſoon as I can quit me of her brother, | 
With my beſt ſpeed Pl ſeek her: Soft you now; 
Was there nought elſe ? 

Apol. Yes, more ; the fatted quails, 


And the red mullet for your miſtreſs Leſbia — 
Clod. 


| rend Sir, 
If I break in upon your better thoughts, 
And beg your patient ear: You're not to learn 
What public, bold, and undiſguis'd affront 
| have of late endur'd ; endur'd from one, 
A public railer ; whom nor birth, nor fortune, 
Manhood, nor merit, have made great and noble, 
But rancour, pride, and ſwoln _—_—_ conſpire 
To render hateful. 
Piſo. * Tis to Marcus Cicero 
Your preface points ; and I muſt needs confeſs. 
He is too bitter, and too ſharp in ſpeech ; 
That error ſet afide, I hold him * 
Of every other ſtain. 
Clod. Alas, good Man, 
With what dim eyes you ſee him! As * me, 
_ *Tis known how ths have liv'd ; and I muſt own 


- In heat of youth, and wantonneſs of ſpirit, 
I have done much to juſtify reproach : 
But when he makes your gravity his jeſt, 
Your wiſdom and ſeverity of manners 
His table-ſcandal, every honeſt man 
Cries out upon the * and who love, 2 
Altho 


Give me your * grave and reve- | 
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Altho' I practiſe not your virtues, burn 
For vengeance on the crime. 

Piſo. When vice is honour, me 
I glory in reproach :!S—But wherefore this, 
And whither would you lead? You fay I'm wrong'd 
Of Marcus Cicero; be his the ſhame, 

Who did the wrong ; I know not to revenge. 

Cled. If private wrongs are nothing, yet your duty 
To your lov'd Country, and the natural hatred, 
Which each free Roman bears to ſlavery, 

Bid you ſtand up and ſhow yourſelfa mann. 
You talk of Pompey's greatneſs, and you tremble 
At the fear'd name of Czfar. Mighty Gods ! 
The tongue of this vain pedant plagues the ſtate ; 
Ay, and enſlaves you worſe than their ambition, 
Tho' it look up to Empire. EC” 
Gab. Come, no more. 5 
If you are with us, thus with wide- ſtretch'd arms, 
As Brother fhould greet Brother, we embrace you: 
If not, be plain, tell us you hold not with us, 
And we will on without you. 
— YT PTC 5 
Piſo, I know thy heart, and thou know ſt mine; 
Like cunning gameſters we have plied each other 
With ſtrained art, and run thro' every feint; 
Now let us draw the undecided ſtake: 
Take you your title of philoſopher, 
Barren unenvied lot: Let me depart 745, 
With the rich ſpoils of Macedon, which, Jove! 
Thou know'ſt, 1 would have pour'd into his lap, 
Who dar'd to own himſelf my friend. Farewell. 
Pio. Vet hear me, Clodius; what you take in hand 
Demands mature and calm deliberation; 1 fn: 
For truſt me, tis no flight and trivial matter, 
But bold and big with danger: Sleeps he then? 
And hath the thunder of his eloquence | 


Forgot to roll? Or is it all as ealy, 
To buy the life of the firſt man of Rome, 

As tis to traffick for the loweſt ſlave ? 
When he was Conſul, all men worſhip'd him; 


« The 


He was the God of Rome: Not fo you ſay, 


And ſeeming virtuous ; yet a province buys him: 


C 11 

« The Tyrant rather. Give me proof of that 
Let it outweigh the public voice, and ma 
The flatt'ring Senate liars; and by Heaven! 
Had I and Marcus Cicero together | 
Laid in one womb, been foſter'd at one breaſt, 
Indignant I would ſhake him from my heart, 
And give him up to juſtice and to thee. et 
Clod. And if I give you not the proof you aſk, 
Renounce me, Gods ! 5 

Piſo. Upon thoſe terms we cloſe: 
At preſent ſtrong occaſions draw me hence ; 
To: night if you can reliſh ſuch coarſe fare 

As my poor board affords, we will talk farther. —— 

Clod. Agreed. 3 

Gab. We'll be your thankful gueſts : Farewell. 

; C 
SCENE III. . 

rr 5 
Clod. So, he's my o.¼]n! How quick the old fox 
BL FT = F 
Why, what a world is this! Behold that man, 
The nobleſt born in Rome; wealthy and old, 


And ſhall a peaſant of Arpinum check 
The courſe of my ſucceſs, and ſoar a pitch 
Of virtue, which our Nobles cannot reach?! 
Gab. 9 25 our Nobles ? Why they are his 
| v ut . 1 4 | 1 | 
And he ambitious fits among the clouds, 
Like a ſtrange meteor that appalls the world ; 
| Whilſt we the ſons of earth look up aghaſt 
And deprecate his wrath 
_ Cled. Not ſo, Gabinius 
High as he is, this arm ſhall reach him yet, 
And cruſh him in his pride ; the'bubble broke 
All men will mock its emptineſs ; and thus 
When flamy comets vex our frighted ſphere, 
Tho' now the nationt melt with awful fear, 
From the dread omen fatal ills preſage, 
Dire plague and famine, and war's waſting rage; 
In time ſome brighter genius may ariſe, ; 


And baniſh ſigns and omens from the ſkies, _ 


* 
« 
o 
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Expound the comet's nature and its cauſe, 

Aſlign its periods and preſcribe its laws ; 

Whilſt man grown wiſe, with his diſcoveries fraught, 
Shall wonder how he needed to be taught. 


FEC 
An ein 
An Apartment in Cictro's Palace. 


Tullia, F rugi. 


5 Tul. 1. ONE; unguarded ; to the houſe of Clodia, 
"ms The ſiſter of my father's deadlieſt foe ? 

She — you to your ruin: This late hour 

Appointed for your meeting; her pretence 

To reconcile her brother to our houſe, | 

Each circumſtance about it breathes contrivance, 

And meditated miſchief. Do not go: 

Truſt her not, Carus ; ah! ſhe is a woman, 


. The wilieſt of her ſex. 


Frugi. What can I do? © 
A ſinking man will catch at ſlender holds. 
Tul A ſinking man? Was ever friend like thee ? 
In his full tide of pow'r my father ſtood, 
Like ſome tall rock, around whoſe worſhip'd ſides 
The cling, ſurges hung, by proſperous Hes 
Driv'n gladly on; but when the veering wind 
And fickle current chang d, the ebbing waves 
Roll'd back and left him bare. Why then e 
Doſt thou, unlike the falſe ones of the world, 
Embrace a falling fabrick, whoſe vaſt ruin 
Shall bury thee, and daſh thy youthful hopes? 


Frugi. And, tell me, haſt - neyer, O my Tullia, 


Aſk'd of thy heart that queſtion ? Never yet 

Bid it reſolve thee, why with anxious zeal . 

For Marcus Cicero, I have ſtak d my hopes 

An uninyited friend, and drawn the rage 

Of the whole Clodian faction on my head? 
Tul. Alas, I know not. Whither would you lead me? 
Frugi. Then if thou know ſt not why I have done this, 

It is becauſe my Tullia 8 1 N "So 


* 7 
3 


3 Great =) 


"3 


What is it hangs thus heavy on my heart, 


C.-43::Q EE: 0 
Great as it is, the virtue of her father ; 
Becauſe it is in love to do and ſuffer, 
More than the warmeſt ſenſe of friendſhip dare. 
Tul. Take care; I'd not conceive a leſſ ning thought 
Of Frugi's friendſhip—lIntereſted friendſhip ? 


An intereſted ſervice ?—How that ſounds ! 


Oh! how it loſes the great name of virtue, 


And the ſweet praiſe that gratitude beſtows 
On clear intent, and pure beneficence. 


Frugi. Her father ſpeaks within her: How ſhe awes 
me ? AY, Tee | 

Fir'd with thy juſt reproof, I could explore 

The fartheſt regions of th' untravell'd earth, 


| Beyond the ſound of thy great father's fame, 
And arm the barbarous nations in his cauſe, 


If that would gain thy love. But this is raving, 
And Clodia's hour is come; farewell! awhile, 
If it be poſlible, I will forget 4 
How much I love thee, Tullia. [Exit Frugi. 


. To ad ĩ 9 
For ever gone? O ſtay; return, my Caius. 


ge 6.049 ee 7 
Frugi. Behold thy Caius—that alluring voice 
Has muſic in't of ſuch a heav'nly ſort, COL.» 
As might awake attention in the grave, 


And harmonize the drowſy ear of death. 


Tul. Ah ! ſpare my bluſhes ; ſpare a doating maid, 


Nor ſcorn the eaſy conqueſt of my heart, 


Which fixt on thee, and with thy virtues charm'd, 


Burſts its confinement and that modeſt guard, 
Which prudent virgins plant upon their lips ; 
And do not think it weak and ſlightly pois'd, 


For each vain blaſt of flattery to o'erturn ; 
Nor charge the ſoftneſs you alone inſpire, 


To female frailty and defective nature. 


Frugi. No, thou art all that's elegant and fair, 


And perfect upon earth; and Caius happy 


Beyond whatever gratitude expreſs'd, 
Or fancy drew, when glowing raptures catch 
The poet's breaſt, and ſet the toul on fire. 
Tul. Why muſt I only anſwer thee with ſighs ? 


And 


Now I m o erpaid for all that ues can do. 
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And weighs it down, when it ſhould ſpring with joy? 
Alas ! 'tis conſcience ; tis the pride of honour ; ; 
"Tis the ſevere condition of my fate, | 


Which makes it ruin to be lov'd by Tullia, 


__ warns me to ſuppreſs the guilty flame. 

i. Sure virtue will not C renounc'd of Heay'n : 
The ods are juſt ; thy father muſt not periſh. | 
Clodia, I come. Fate holds her balance forth, 


That wavers doubtful betwixt death and life. 


Tul. Ah! do not ruſh upon affur'd deſtruction ; 
Perhaps that life, which you ſo raſhly venture, 
Tullia may hold far dearer than her own. 5 

Frugi. Then let me ſtay, till Clodius finds me here, 


| And fate arreſts me in my Tullia's arms. 


Tul. O horror ! how, and what ſhall T reſolve ? | 
Frugi. The pity, that now ſprings in Clodia's heart, 
If ſcorn'd, will turn to unrelenting rage, 


And burſt in ruin on thy father's head. 


Tul. How ſoon that name recalls me'to myſelf ! 


Fly, Caius, fly; ere love revokes the doom, 
And drives out nature from my vanquiſh'd heart. 


Frugi. O Tullia, take, for thou haſt won my foul ! 


FE abriveing her. 
Tul. Ah! look not, ſpeak not: I relapſe apace. 


Let me not turn a parricide ; away! 
If I recall thee, come not back. Adieu! 


While I have ftrength to ſpeak the word, adieu! 


[Exit Prupt. 
Tul. alone. What have I done, and whither i is he gone? 


5 To Clodia.—- Ah ! I fear that is to death: 


For ſhe perhaps hath laid this midnight plot, 
To ſeize my unſuſpecting Frugi's life; 


Perhape, (ah! that were worſe) to ſeize his heart ; * 
For ſhe is miſtreſs of a thouſand charms. | 
O Love, thou wear'ft a ſmiling Cupid's face, 


Till we fond virgins take thee in our arms; 
There warm'd, thou grow'ſt- into an ugly fiend, 


And ftrik'ft a thouſand daggers in our hearts. [Exit. 


SCENE 


And ſooth' d it into harmony and love. 


SCENE IK 
A Street in Roms. 
Cros and Gurus. 


Clad. Now thou ſhalt feel me, Rome. Come on, my 
Ff | 


Loud as the orgies of the God of wine, 
Let our bold revels wake the ſleeping night, 


And rock the throne of Jove. I tread on air; 
My mounting ſpirits lift me from the earth, 
Gay dancing pleaſures play around my heart, 


And the full Bacchus revels in my veins. | 


Gab. Excellent Piſo ! O moſt potent Conſul ! 
Divine philoſopher l why, what a lecture 


 Hath yon old thirſty ſtoic read us, Clodius, 
In the Sympoſia ? Gods! with what a throat 


He quaft the rich Falernian, till the fumes 


Wrapp'd round the giddy roof, and breath'd a gale 
Mix'd with Sabean odors ; all the while 


A female band of Grecian dancers trod . 
Their wanton meaſures to the melting ſound 
Of breathing flutes, that caught the raviſh'd ſoul, 


Clad. Never did luſt and luxury aſſume 


So ſanctified a form; by the great Gods : 
Methinks your collegue, Aulus, hath a ſwallow 


As deep as Erebus; he is a man 

Fit to fit down at a celeſtial banquet, — 
And pledge the Gods in neQtar.———But behold ! 
Yon ſober orb hath turn'd her back on night, 


And leans tow rds morning; the choice minutes fly, 
My ſoul is up in arms and pants for action: | 


Oh! for ſome maſter-deed of glorious miſchief ; 
Something, I know not what, but full of wonder, 
Lofty and bold, of the true Clodian ſtamp; 


A deed to add new terror to my name, 
Silence the cavils of proud prying gownſmen, 


And fright the world from its dull dream of virtue. 
"4 i „ 


— 
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Gab. Agreed ; let's up together to mount Palatine ; 
Fire Cicero's palace ; pull the dreaming dotard 

By the long lazy neck, from the ſtale arme 

Of ſhrill Terentia; force his pale-fac'd daughter 
Before his eyes ; then ſend her weeping back 

To her beloved Caius ; bid him take her 

Freſh from her wrongs to his fond fooliſh boſom, 

And glean the ſordid refuſe of our joys. 

Cilod. Hah! that were well; a great and apt revenge 
Is my ſoul's health. —Yet ſtay—It dawns upon me, 

A bold, ſublime, and unattempted deed : 

By Heav'n ! the glorious face of danger charms me. | 
And my ſoul ruſhes ardent to embrace it. 


Gab. What is it, ſpeak ; oh ! how I burn to hear it. 


Cled. If there be thunder, and a Heaven, and Gods, : 


They muſt revenge; befall that as it may: 
1 think not with the yulgar ; let Heaven rike, 
So ſhall I periſh by no earthly hand; 
But if the light' ning ſleep, farewell theſe horrors, 
Hell is a dream, Religion is a jeſt, 
And nothipg real, but this world we live in. 
Gab. Why are you rapt ? let me partake your 
thoughts. | 


Cled. My purſe, my miſtreſs, and my beſt of means | 


Freely partake ; in danger and in fame 
I brook no rival, and admit no friend : 

All elſe is open to thee. 
Cab. Take, O Clodius, | 
Take the full glory of thine own attempt, 
5 Give me the merit only to have known it. 
Cod. Honeſt and brave, I know thee; yet, my 
| friend, 
Were this place where we ſtand a defart waſte, 
No living creature but thyſelf to hear me, 
And you pale conſcious planet o'er our heads, 
I would not tell it in the ears of night, 
_ Left things inanimate ſhould take a voice 
And blazon it to the world: farewell, farewell. 


[Exit Clodius. 6 
Gab. Fortune and fame go with thee, crown thy 


wiſhes, 


And bring thee back in ſafety to thy friend. —=[Exit. 
SCENE 


c 1 0 E 1 0 
SCENE II 


An Apartment in CLopia's Houſe. 
Fauci, and an Attendant of CLopia's. 


Frugi. 1.4 what blind entries lies the Cave of 
_ Guilt! 
Say, whither wouldſt thou lead me, thou dark guide ? 
Tl on no further. 3 = | 
Attend. What ! do you ſhrink, my Lord, 
And from a harmleſs woman? from a fair one? 


Fie, fie, for ſhame ! how theſe unmanly fears 
Belie, that noble preſence ? 


Frugi. Well, proceed. 


It is my Tullia's cauſe, the cauſe of Love. [Exeunt. 


| And be my God for ever. —Yet what hope, 


SCENE xu. 
An inner Apartment in CLopix's Houſe. 


Piſo. Tm here—ſo mighty is the force of gold. 
Gold is the key that opes the bower of Love, 
The Sybil branch that charms Hells centinel ; 
Our paſsport to Elyſium th 
155 Fxu dl, enters unſeen by Piso. 
Frugi. Hah ! a man? ** 
Amazement, Piſo Can I truſt my eyes? 
Honour forgive me, if I turn a liſtener ; PEST, 
All means are lawful to detect a villain. [Steps aſide. 
Piſo. And now inſpire me, Wine, thou friend to Love! 
My gold has done its part ; complete the work, 


| What hope for age? Curſe on this wrinkled front, 
| Bow'd back, flow pulſe, weak hams, and ſlack ned 
CO EE _vacc cc cc EE. 
| Curſed be Nature rather, trebly curſt ! 

Who keeps not equal pace in our decay, 
But pays us for the daily waſte ſhe makes 
Of this poor body's ſtrength, by throwing on 
| Freſh fuel to the unabating luſts, 
And ſtirs the hell within us. ; 
OPT , 3 SCENE 
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Il thoughtto have fluſh'd an Eagle in my toils, 
And finda filthy Raven in his place. | 


Moſt fatally ; and I would curſe thee for 1 it 5 
But that thou carrieſt every plague about thee, 1 | 

That I could wiſh, or Hell itſelf inflict: \ 
To come unaſk d? 


With your own lips you ſpoke, repeated welcomes ; 
The flave that brought em ſwore it. | 


"Tis now my will that you depart. | „ 2 


But have a care, the trodden worm will turn; 
And J have found thee, proud inſatiate woman : 


Ready at hand againſt the hot bre takes you, 


SCENE v. 
OY: Enter CLOoDIA. 
Clod. Where, where is he? | 

Thus let me fly to him. —Hah ! who art thou? 

Piſo. Not know me, Clodia? Your old faithful ſlave, 
That throwing thus his age and cares aſide, 
Runs to thy arms with a young lover's ardor, 
To claim thy tranſports, and return their warmth. 

Clad. Off, monſter, off! nor blaſt me with thy touch. 


Piſo. What can this mean? yet, yet, you know me 


not. 
Clod. Ves, yes, I know thee, (curſed be the mark !) | 


Piſo. It ſeems I come unwelcome then. 
Cled. You do, Ne - 


Who brought you here ? At this late hour how dard you 
Piſo. Unaſk'd, perfidious woman * 


Clod. Like a ſlave 3 
He lied; or if J did, my mind is chang'd, of 
And as 'twas then my pleaſure you ſhould come, 


Piſo. No more ? 
Thus do you treat me, thus ſpurn from your doors, * 
Like a baſe lacquey, the firſt man in Rome? 


You have your private, culbd, and midnight ſparks, 


The hirelings of your luſt. 
Cled. Blaff pheming villain ! 
Oh! that the * youth were c here! tell thee, 


Pale, 
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Pale, tott'ring coward ! he would thruſt that tongue, 
That lying tongue, down thy baſe ſcurrilous throat. 
Away, old hypocrite ! you dare as well 
With thoſe bear bliſter'd eyes of thine look up 
In the broad face of the meridian ſun, 
When he drinks up the Tyber, as abide 
The terror of his frown. 
N. Would he were here! 
Enter Frugi. 
Frupi. Behold you have your wiſh. 
Clod. Gods! Gods! I thank ye. 
Thrice welcome my, deliverer ; what bleſt ſtar 
Led you unſeen to fave me? Now you ſee him; 
Now you behold the ſlave, the midnight hireling ; 
_ Hah! looks he like a hireling, like a ſlave? | 
| Down on your knees, your old weak trembling knees, 1 
And wet his feet with ſupplicating tears. 
Peiſo. Peace, Clodia, peace: Young Lord, [ | Joy. to 
ſee ou; 
1 came a ſuppliant to this lady's brother, 
For our friew Cicero, and, how I know not, 
Whether I ſpake too warm in his behalf, 
Or whether my rude manners gave offence 3 
But I, alas! unwittingly have drawn 
Diſpleaſure from the fair. 
Frugi. Alas! good man; 
If I may boaſt an intereſt in her thoughts, 
All ſhall be well; we'll all be reconcil'd ; 
I too have hopes of pardon from your favour. 
Piſo. What pardon can the noble Frugi need: 
Frugi. Alas! my offence is heinous. 
Clad. What intends he? 8 
Where will this end? ©) ae. 
Pie. Fear not, but ſpeak | it | boldly ; 
It cannot be too great for my forgiveneſs. 
Frugi. Firſt then the names of dave, and midnight 
; hireling, 
Which you beſtow'd on me PET 1 take, | 
And wear them as my own. 
Clad. I'm dumb with wonder. 
 Frugi. For I have ta'en the office of a flave, 
And been a ſpy upon you; turn'd a lift'ner a 
To your moſt grave ſoliloquy, am witneſs, To 
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To this fair lady's moſt unkind diſdain, 

And your moſt patient bearing ; am poſſeſt 

Of your whole heart, and know you * you are. 
Piſe. What am I, ſpeak, Sir ! 
Frugi. Pardon me, my Lord; 

Pl tell you what you ſhould =, honeſt, grave, 

And ſober : Conf | you ſhould be, and noble 

As your birth ſpeaks you; in one word, —A Roman 
Cled. 1.5 you that, Sir ? O how thou charm ſt me, 

aius ! 

My ſoul drinks love and wiſdom from thy lips. 
Piſo. Conſul I am, and will be, and as Conſul 

Command you from my preſence ; hence, avoid 
Frugi. N man, I will not, you miſtake your of- 

ce; 

Your Faſces and your Lictors paſs not here 

Within a lady's chamber ; your "op title 

Is here your ſhame, not 2 
Piſo. This to me? 

Honour enough for thee to draw thy blood 

At humble - how from the ſame great fount, 

With which theſe veins are fill'd, audacious boy! 


Frugi. Boaſt not your birth, left your great father's 


tomb 
VUtter a voice againſt you; ſheath your ſword, 
And hide one weakneſs more: I'll not . you 
Live ſtill a lie; hypocriſy in you 
„ in forme rank of merit, and in 2 | 
y fei virtue, may you learn to have it * 
7 1 Ne by the Gods! 
.  Frugi. No more ; O ſhame, ſhame, ſhame | 
Is this to be a Conſul? Go to Cicero, 
_ Ponder the annals of his glorious aera; 
Go to his ſober couch, and learn of him 
To watch and labour in thy country's ſervice, 


5 And has the guardian of expiring freedom. ( Exit Piſo 


SCENE VI. 


Clod ia, Frugi. 
c 0 F rugi, what a happy chance was this! 
Andromeda ne er bleſt * d Perſeus moe -— 
ien 5 Frugi. 
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Frugi. Bleſt rather be the cauſe, 
And this auſpicious hour that brought me here! 
I pauſe for your commands. 

Clad. Ah! why ſo guarded? 
You ſpeak not before witneſſes, but ſpeak 
Io one alone, too much, alas! your friend. 
Say'ſt thou, commands ?—O tell me firſt my yoner 
Ere I command. Wilt thou not underſtand 
Haſt thou not, yes, I know thou haſt, the art 
To read a lady's wiſhes in her eyes ? 
If then thou haft the art, and had'ſt been kind, 
'Thou ſhould'it have let thy wiſhes marſhal mine, 
| Have importun'd me to my own deſires, 

And kneeling beg'd the j Joys yourſelf beſtow'd. 
Frugi. How wide you ſpea ak ! Where's Cicero in this ? 

Cladia. Hah ! Cicero: !—1ny everlaſting hatred 
Purſue and overtake him ! Nature feels not 
Such horror at approaching diſſolution, 

As J, to hear your lips pronounce his name. 
 Frugi. Farewell! I have my anſwer. 

Clodia. Cams, ftay. 
You are his friend, and.would do wack to fave him; 
yet will treat with you on terms of peace 
Ard reconcilement ; ; fay, what would'ſt thou "WTR | 

Frugi. W hat would I do? As much as friend dare 
And more than all your malice could i invent, 
Great as it is, to taſk me. 

_ Clodia. O ingrateful! 

My malice ? But I'll put you to the proof. 
Now, F 2 * now you ſhall ſee Clodta' $ malice, | 
How very hard a taſk-miſtreſs the is: 

If you love Cicero, love him alone ; 


Renounce the daughter to 8 the tacher ; ; 
Abandon Tullia. 


Frugi. Hah! | 88 

Chia. Abandon Tullia ; - 

And come, O come to theſe protecting arms: 
With twice her ardor if they meet thee not, 
With twice her fondneſs if they cloſe not on thee, 
Take her, my happy rival, take again, 
And caſt me off to wretchedneſs and ſhame. 


F rugs. 
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Frugi. Can I do this and live ? 
Clodia. What ! am I ſcorn'd ? 
Frugi. Your offers are, tho' bittereſt death enſued 
On the refuſal. 
Clodia. And what elſe will follow ? 
Your fates are in my keeping; Clodins' hand 
Hangs o'er you, and but waits my nod to ſtrike. 
Frugi. I know with Clodius how great your power; 
And know the damning price you bought it at: 
But boaſt it not ; bluſh, rather bluſh to death, 
* deprecate che vengeance of the Gods. 
Clodia. No, Þ'll not bluſh, nor aſk the Gods for- 
giveneſs, | 
But glory rather that I've found the means 
With theſe deſpiſed charms to blaſt thee yet, 
And triumph o'er thy peace. Go to your Tull : 
The ſun muſt ſoon go down upon your loves, 
And night at laſt will bring on my revenge. 
Then, when thou ſee'ſt - lofty palace flaming, : 
Thy miftreſs ſeiz'd by the atdevelle — 
Screaming and yelling in the ſpoiler's arm; 
Thyſelf bound down, mad' ning with fruitleſs rage, 
| Then, then, remember me, then know 01; 
It is my Genius that direQs thy fate, 
And learn too late to reverence Clodis' s charms. 
(Exit Clodia. 
Frugi. Horror go with thee ! what a look was there? 
How all the ſavage purpoſe of her ſoul is 
Spoke in her eyes? A fad alternative 
| Is offer'd to my choice. To die with Tullia, 
Or, (which is worſe than death) to live with Clodia. 


If true to Tullia, and my heart I prove, 
I fall the victim here of lighted love; 
If Clodia wins me to her looſe defires, 
| Behold the fond forſaken maid expires ! 
Life on thy terms, O Clodia, I diſdain ; 
The death of n, is * from pain. 
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„ LEXEXEXEXEXEXEXTTKAXT&· 
ACT m Ss Seer 
Clodius, Gabinius. 


Clad. xy ET further, Aulus—let theſe walls not liſten, 
Nor the pale prying ſpirits, that unſeen 
Courſe up and down beneath the ſhadowy * 
Hover about me: rather let me ſtand 
With night and deſolation all around, 
While in thy liſtful ear I drop my words, 
More lightly than the vernal dew deſcends 
On the ſoft lap of Hybla. 
Gab.” Spare pour preface, 
And to the purpoſe, Clodius. 

Clod. Know then firſt, 

Ceæſar the God, whom we poor — workip, 0 5 
HFath a kind wife. 

Sab. Kind wife 
, Cled. I know her kind. 

Nay, never ſtare and ſtagger wich amaze, 

T has been the lot of many a better man. 

Sab. Ye Gods! the great Triumvir ? 
Clod. Yes, Gabinius ! 

Like a bold bird of prey, I have dinodgd 

This tame domeſtic fowl from off his neſt, 

And rifled all his brood of nuptial joys. 

Gab. Now thank the Gods! for if Pompeia! 's falſe, 
There's not one true in Rome ; brave men ſhall flouriſh, 
Poſterity ſhall bleſs us; no man's wife ee 

Cenſure her neighbour ; money-hoarding knaves 
Bequeath their uſuries to the ſendthrife s fon, 

And no houſe want an heir. But ſay, my Clodius, 
Tell me, dear youth, hom, when, and where you met.— 
Cled. Ay, there my ſtory riſes into wonder; | | 
There, there, Gabinius, Jam more than Clodius 3 _ 

What man yet never dar'd, yet never ſaw, 

Theſe eyes beheld unduunted. Know, laſt 42 1 i 
My Genius (call it good or evil) led me | 
Without the ity walle' to r 14 


4 
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She then was buſted in thoſe ſacred rites, 
Which the ſex pay to the myſterious Goddeſs, 
Whom they call good. 
Gab. That was a bar betwixt you, 
As high as is Mount Athos. 
Clod. Yes, Gabinius, 
It is a bar to men of common ſouls, 
Whom baſe tradition awes, and holy tales 
Told by the dreaming nurſe ; but you and I, 
And ſpirits caft in our ambitious mould, 
Will leap ſuch petty bars, and boldly ſcorn 
Religion's weak encloſure. 
Gab.You're my witneſs _ 
1 dare do much; but this—forbid it, Gods | 
It chills my blood. Oh! if thou haſt — 
Theſe unreveal'd ſolemnities, farewell; 
If there be wrath in Heaven, expect it. 
Cled. I, 
1 have done this and live. | 
Gab. Hang the Heav'ns o'er us? 
Have thoſe eyes ſpeculation, and that heart 
Motion and ſenſe of life? 
___ Clad. Whole and untouch'd | 
I mock the wrath of Jove. Do you avoid me ? 
Survey me well; where has the lightning pierc'd ? 
Waſt thou the friend of Catiline ? Like children, 
Who talk of goblins, till they think they ſee em, 
Ye draw your Gods with thunder in their hands, 
Till your own fancies fright you. What, dye think, 
If there be Gods, will their immortal — 4 0 — 
Take thought of ſuch a ſorry thing as Clodius, 
And taint the peace of their celeſtial dwellings 
With earthly occupations ? No, Gabinius, 
Serene they ſit above this noiſy world, 
And yield the reins to chance. 
Sab. Alas, my friend. 
My wishes, not my teaſon, are ad. 
| Ched. There then. abide, and never ſeek 1 to mans 
What known will leave thee hopeleſs. But no more, 
I ſhould have told thee under what diſguiſe 
I enter'd ; how betray'd ; and with what art 
Leap d but that thy inauſpicious looks 


Have 


ve 


Alfter faint ſtruggle, you are borne along 
{| Down the ſtrong torrent of his eloquence, 
Like the light traſh that rides upon the flood, 
When the Alps pour their deluge on the — 


And I will lead you up to glotious action; 


To-morrow, I or Cicero am * Sg (Exeunt., 
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Have chill'd the pregnant functions of my brain, 
And ftrangled the brave ſtory in its birth. 

Gab. There in oblivious filence let it lie, 
Left Rumor's ever-open ears ſhould hear it, 
And all her thouſand mouths proclaim the deed. 
How would your foes exult ? The ſacred College, 
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How would they riſe againſt you? What dire ills 


Would the prophetic Figulus denounce ? 


How would the Prætors puniſh ? Above all 


Think you hear Cicero declaim againſt you, 
With all the energy of voice and action, 
And tears and words, that give the thing they ſpeak, 


And realize deſcription: All around 


The liſt'ning Senate hang upon his lips; 


Whilſt you, as Catiline did once, with ſhame 
And bluſhes cover'd underneath his laſh 


Sit like a chidden ſchool-boy ; or, contending, 


Clod. Yet, yet, I am before you: Come, wry friend, 
The gariſh ſun is ſet, this night concludes ; 


SCENE I 


An Apartment in Cie RO'S > Palace, 
Tullia, Frugi. 
7. Why do you ment me thus with alterd looks? 


Your full heart labours with unvented ſorrow, 
And in the ſilent language of the eyes | 


Tells me, I never ſhall know comfort more. 


Frugi. I cannot ſpeak to her. 
Tul. Do you ſhun me, Caius 2 


Ah! that cold look has froze me into horror. 8 
Am I grown ftale ? has this poor form of mine 


0 | 0 Loſt 
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Loft all its little merit? have theſe tears 
Quite, quite effac'd the roſes of my cheeks ? 


Frugi. Heav'n be my witneſs, how thou wrong ft | 


my love! 

No, thou'rt more welcome to my ſight, and fairer, 
Than yon all-bleſſed fun ; more dear thou art 
To this fad breaſt, than are the vital drops 
That fall in tender pity from my heart. 

Tul. Oh! had you known the viſions of laſt night— 
Under how many diſmal ſhapes of horror 
Did that dear image haunt my _— eyes ! 
| MethoughtI faw thee lie an out- ſtretch d corſe, 

Stuck full of wounds and welt' ring in thy blood; 
Strait I beheld the traitreſs Clodia take 
A ſecret dagger from her curſed boſom 
Dripping with blood, and ſmile upon the point : 
Then at a thought the ſcene of blood was ſhifted, 
And all was revelry, and all was love ; 
I faw my Frugi lying in her arms, 
Gazing with lifted eyes upon her face ; 
Aloud I call'd thee ; thou with feeble tone 
Coldly replied, * Alas! unhappy Tullia ! WF. 
And ſunk again into her arms. 
 Frugi. No more; 
My blood runs back with hacer at the thought : 
While thus I ſtrain thee to my throbbing boſom, 
Bleſt as I am, and honour'd in thy love, 
At this dear moment my prelagin heart, 

calling 9: and ſinking with unuſua 7 ſoftneſs, 

Feels all the pangs that parting ſouls endure, 
When rigid fate exaQts her ſtern demands, 
And Nature bids a laſt farewell to life. 


Tul. What are thy thoughts ? O tell me whence they | 


| riſe, 

N What i is it ſhakes thy noble nature » thus * 

Ah! now I fee, I read it in thy looks; | 

It muſt be ſo; deſtruction is * 5 

And my great father falls. 

Frugi Rome is no more; 

Dire Clodius reeking with a mother's blood, 

Plants the laſt wound in her expiring breaſt. 

Peace, Science, Virtue, mutual Faith and F dos 


Each 
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Each art, and every Grace is on the wing; 
Before em flies the day, and at their back 


Helliſh Corruption ſows the land with death, 
Making a void more hideous and more dark 


Than central night. 


Tul. My father, O my father ! 


Frugi. I came this inſtant from the godlike man. 
Silent long time the muſing patriot ſate, 


His big heart lab ring with contending cares ; 


While from his e _ the ſacred pity fell, 
Like Heav'n's bleſt dew upon a thanklefs ſoil, 


And all the Father of his Country mourn'd. 


Tul. Ah! what does he reſolve ? 
Frugi. To leave this city, 


To leave Terentia, and thy weeping elk, 
A voluntary Exile. 


Tul. Hah ! an Exile? 
It muſt not, cannot be. 
Frugi. Alas! my Tullia, 
Not built on fear, or Paſſion's flippery ba baſe, 


His cool mature reſolves are hx'd as 


J heard the final ſentence paſs his lips 


To-morrow ſees him turn his back on Rome, 


| Self-doom'd, to ſearch for ſome more friendly ſhore, 


There to abide till better da ſucceed, 
And Rome deſerves his _ ence. 
Tul. Leave his Count 


 Forfake his friends, for e his houſhold Gods, 


And tear aſunder each dear natural tie | 
That wraps about his heart ? Heav'n will fordid i it, 
His bittereſt foes will kneel to hold him back, 


The very walls of Rome will riſe againſt him, 
And meeting cloſe their great preſerver in. 


Frugi. Alas! thou know'l not what a world thou 
liv ſt in. 


Dwells there in this baſe city one ſo bold, 


Who dares to own himſelf the friend of Views . 


The public body is diſeas'd and foul, 

Rotten at heart, and ripe for diſſolution ; 
Our Magiſtrates are ſlaves, our Nobles beggars, 
Our Courts of Juſtice made a public mart, 


C3 | Where 
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Where black Corruption holds her damning traffic 
In the broad eye of day. 
Tul. Then what am I? 
Where can the fatherleſs look out for pity ? 
Ah! where can friendleſs Virtue hide Ns head ? 
be Never, while theſe fond arms have ſtrength 
- to move, 
Or this poor bleeding heart has ſenſe to beat, 
Shall that dear head be left without a ſhelter. 
Come, Clodius ; come, Gabinius ; to your ſwords 
My willing breaſt I offer; ſpare my Tullia, 
My dying lips thall bleſs you for the ene, 
And call its torture mercy. 
Tul. No, my Caius! f 
Bleſt Hymen joys not in unequal bands. 
O had I known thee in thoſe happier days, 
When Fortune ſmil'd upon my father's houſe, 
Without a bluſh I ſhould have told my love, 
And thou with honour claim'd me for thy wife. 
But now, inſtead of pow'r, and fame, and wealth, 
To bring thee want and ruin ſor my portion, 
HFonour forbids it, and my heart that loves thee 
Scorns to be ſuch a debtor. | 
Frugi. Deareſt maid, 
Dearer in all thy wrongs, than if thou cam'ſt 
Deck'd in the ſplendor of thy fulleſt fortune, 
My foul almoſt rejoices in thy ſorrows: 
Ambition elſe ſhar'd my thoughts with thee, 
And Intereſt ſtol'n ſome portion o of ny love ; 
But now Adverlity's refining fire 4 
Melts down the baſe alloy of earthly paſſions, 
And purifies the temper of the heart. 


Tul. No more; I muſt not hear that flatt ring tongue; 4 


My father now demands m 8 me. 
Still are you here e 
Frugi. Forgive me, Tullia, 

Ih cannot leave thee. O I could unfold 
A tale of horror—The grim night comes on, 
And the dark miniſters of Hell are buſy : 
Let me not leave thee. wy 


1 
* * 


And what is Rome? There's breathing ſpace enough 


As ſteadily as ever : But, O Nature, 


Something too horrible for thought 
Ambitious Cæſar's heels, to lick the duſt 

Of Pompey's hall, and cringe for fordid life. 
O death to Honour! Come thou, Clodius, rather, 
And rip this breaft : Yet on theſe ſlaviſh terms 


Up, up, my friend, and difappoint theſe traitors : 


Tul. If my hour is come, 


And ruin hangs o'er this devoted head, 


Make from the fall; live thou to think on me, 

And grace my memory with a noble forrow ; 

If I had lov'd thee leſs, we had not parted ; 

Now take my laſt embrace: Break, break, my heart! 

Farewell, (alas! and muſt I fay) for ever? (ExitTullia. 
Frugi. Ar: haſt thou left me? Yet I will be near thee, 


Glide after thee with till and ghoſt-like ſteps, 


Haunt the lov'd ſpot, and hover o'er my treaſure. 
Obs Ei (Exit Frugi. 


*:2 "YG 8 38 E III. 
An Inner Apartment. 
CICERO, i diſcovered alone. 
Without the walls of Rome; then Rome farewell: 
I've faid it; and my heart performs its office 
With what voice ſhall I fay, Farewell, Terentia, 
Tullia, farewell? how heavily that ſounds ! 


There, there's the pang : And yet there lies bevond it, 
to page | 


Live all in Rome ; be exile then my choice ! 
E.᷑ nter Atticus. 


Hah! by my ſoul's beſt hopes, my Atticus! a 
Bleſt be the guiding hand of heav'n that brought thee 


From peaceful climes, and philoſophic fcenes, 
Safe thro” a boiſt'rous and diſcordant world, 
To this ftorm-beaten hut. . 

Att. Still are you here? 


C 3 Break | 
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Break from the toils juſt ready to encloſe you, 
And follow Virtue in her flight from Rome. 
Cic. What, art thou come to chide me, my Pom- 
ponius ? . 1 
But do it freely; it becomes thy friendſhip. 
Att. I cannot flatter ; I am wean' d from Rome, 
And Roman Arts ; I think that Czfar's oaths | 
Are empty words; and would not build my faith 
On Pompey's promiſes, which drop as faſt 
From his oil'd lips, as flakes of ſnow from clouds; 
And, oh! the ſorrow, melt away as ſoon. | 

Cic. Both are ambitious, faithleſs both, and cruel ; 
Yet Cæſar's bold oppreſſion irks me leſs, + 
Than Pompey's pliant falſhood. * Twas this morn 
I fought him on Mount Alba, (do I live 
To own it ?) waited like a needy client 
In his proud hall, whilſt he eſcap'd unfeen 
Like a detected criminal, and left me I 
To think on faith, and ponder o'er my wrongs. 
Att. Where is the ancient Roman ſoicit fled? 

What are theſe mighty men, but as you make em > 

Like a blind doating mother you have nursd 

. Growing Oppreflion, with the milk of Freedom, 
Which now ingrateful, factious and adult, 
Spurns at the breaſt it fed on : Hapleſs Rome, 
Like a tame jade, hath giv'n her patient back 
To each aſpiring rider, and now ſpent | 
And giddy with the courſe of their ambition, 

Sinks with her weight, and bleeds at every ſtroke. 

Cic. I can no more: Theſe hands, that once already 
Have giv'n their country life, now want a ſhield 
Jo fence themſelves from ruin. O Pomponius, 
'The inevitable day comes on apace, 1 
When this tyrannic league ſhall burſt aſunder; 
And yon cemented friends, like ravening dogs, 
Contending for their prey, drag different ways 
The mangled remnant of expiring Freedom, 
And drench the world in blood. 

Att. Then make from Rome; 

Seek out a ſhelter ere the night comes on, 
JJC 8 And 


' 
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And the wild uproar of the ſtorm begias ; 

Call up the injur'd ſhade of great Metellus; 

Hear him repeat his laſt departing words, 

And let him point the road to glorions exile. 
Cic. No more; it is refolvy'd ; thus, my Pomponius, 
I baniſh Rome; behold ! indignant thus 

I I caſt behind me every tender thought 

Of this degenerate country; never more 

- Shall theſe ſad eyes behold th' all-glorious Sun 

Riſe on her guilty domes, till bath'd in tears, 

Her proud head with repentant aſhes ftrow'd, 
This baſe unnatural Daughter lowly comes 

To call her Father to his natural home. 

Att. Come then, my friend, and in ſome diſtant 
lad, - . F h 
Where Freedom and the liberal Graces dwell, 
We'll make ourſelves a home, and call it Rome; 
And fear not, Marcus, but the ſame bright Sun 

That crowns the lofty Capitol, ſhall toop 
His gracious head with beams of orient gold | 
To kiſs our humble dwelling ; there together, 
As Scipio and his Lzlins idly pac'd 
The ſhores of ſoft Laurentum, we will walk 
The vacant beach, and as the thronging waves, 
Like morning clients, bow their curled heads 
To kifs our feet, we'll ſpurn the flatterers from us, 
And bluſh to think we ever were ambitious. | 
_ Cic. O happy friend! thy calm and temperate mind, 
With Attic wiſdom fraught, can look with ſcorn 


On baſe Ambition and its empty joys ; ns 


But all in vain, I ſtruggle to get free, 
The guilty world ſtill hangs about my heart; 
The pageantry of office, the loud ſhouts _ 
Of the throng'd Forum, and the frequent Senate 
With one voice, hailing me their Country's Father, 
Still echo in my ears; bear with my weakneſs, 
- Rome yer fits heavy here. oo 
Att. O happier ſtate! Foe 
Jo follow Nature in her ſimple haunts ; 
With early ſteps to climb the ſhaggy ſides 
Of ſome hoar cliff, and meet the dewy breath 
Of Morning, iffuing from the flow'ry vale : 
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Or ſoft reclining on the moſſy turf, 
In ſolemn muſings rapt, or ſacred ſong, 
_ Careleſs to lie, and as the dimpling brook. 
Steals gently by, with motionleſs regard 
To eye the floating mirror ; while as faſt 
Down Meditation's ſmooth and filent tide, 
In eaſy lapſe your tuneful moments flow, 
Clear and untroubled as the paſſing ſtream. 
Cic. What ho! Terentia ; come, thou beſt of wo- 
men; 
And thou, my deareſt Tullia, come. Behold, 
My daughter and my wife ! now judge me, Atticus, 
And tell me if theſe ſorrows are e unſeemly. | 


——ů— —«Tʒ-ũ — 
| VO mn 


SCENE Iv. 


 _ Crcxno, rr, TExrxwria, TurlLIX. 


art. I own them juſt. ; 
Cic. Let me embrace you both : 5 
| O Clodius, thou haſt conquer'd. 3 
Teren. Still on Clodius ? 
Come to your peaceful bed ; the night is dang” rous ; ö 
Strange ſcreamings up and down the ſtreets are heard, | 
Our Lares fall untouch'd, and your Minerva, [ 
Chief of the tutèlar Deities, diſlolves TE 
In drops of blood. DOES | 
Cic. Gods, I obey your omens ! E 
Come, lead me to the altar, my Terentia, } 
And let me fee theſe prodigies; farewell, — 
Ye much-lov'd walls, ye ſhall not long ſurvive 
Tour maſter's fall: no more of ſleep within you: 
Ve are my witneſs, tis not the firſt time 
That I have watch'd for this ingrateful country. 7 
O Friend, when I am gone, protect my wife, ; ; 1 
And be a father to my helpleſs daughter. 
Teren. Will you forſake me, Tullius? On my knees 
I beg you ſtay : Your friends are great and many; 
Your hopes yet freſh and ſmiling, while the faction 


And their canis drop ; murder not then your fame, > 
| Abandon | 


—— ——ä— _ 


es 
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Abandon not your friends, your wife, your Ny, 
But live our glory, and your foesco 
[Terentia and Tullia * to him. 
Cic. Doſt thou too kneel, thou weeping, f chleſs 
maid ? [Te Tullia. 


-Riſe, riſe, ye pow'rful pleaders ! in your DIY 


I reſt my cauſe. When I am gone from Rome, 
And Env 4 that now tears me from her ſide, 


Sated with vengeance, ſleeps ; ariſe you then, 
And in the melting accents of diſtreſs | 


Tell my fad ſtory, till at length you ſee 


The ſoft infection ſtealing on your hearers, | 
And pitying Rome reſtores me to your arms. 
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ACT IV SCENE I. 


A View of Mount PaLatiNE and Cictxo's Palace. 
Cioprvs, attended with Soldiers, be. 


Cod. EA CE, and hear all! by Heay'n ye glad 
me well ; 

Thus dreft in flames ye look as Romans ſhould. 
ls there amongſt you one who loves revenge ? 

Behold I bear a torch to light him to it. 
ls there amongſt you one who hates a tyrant ? 
Your Tribune tells you Cicero's a tyrant. 
Then cruſh him, and be free; and in the ſpot, . 
Where yon proud palace ſtands, PII raiſe a ine 
To Liberty in memory of your fame. 
- You know your — New, Romans, to your work. 


At xeunt. 


s EN E II. 
ToLLu is * _— by Gerixies. 


Call 0 "I me, oy 8 let r me go, 
1 Or 1 will rend Heav'n's concave with my cries "He 
Guardians of virtue, hear me ! 
Sab. Ceaſe your clamour: 
Virtue in Rome ? You ſpend your breath in vain. 
Tul. Have you no pity ? Romans, will you ſee 
The daughter of your once loy'd Conſul dragg'd 
To horrid violation? Traitors! villains ! 

Where now, O Frugi ; where art thou, my Caius ? 

| [Exeunt.. 


SCENE. 
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No more of that 
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SCENE IL 


Various Ornaments belonging to Crcrne” s Palace, 
are borne acreſs by CLopiuy' Soldiers. A Cry 
of Mercy is heard, ard ſeveral Domeſtics are for- 
ced acroſs the Stage. | 


CLopivs is * they kae to hin. 


Cled. Mercy? away. The red plegue ſeize you all! 
Accurſt and wither'd be the hand that ſpares you's ; 


An univerſal curſe involve mankind ! 


Enter Clodia. 
| Chia. How now, why rave you! ? 
_ Clad. Cicero is fled. 


Clodia. Hah ! is he fled? "tis well ; it aids my pro- 
3 


J 
But what of Fr rugi ? 


Cled. He too is eſcap'd. "BN 
Clodia. Confuſion to * hopes! And Tulla with 


him. 


How have you ſlept to let em thus e you 34 


Clod. Tullia is ſeiz d; Gabinius bore her off, 


Her father with Tecatia, as it ſeems, 2 
Fled to the Capitol. 


Clodia. Foriook his daughter ? 
'Tis ſtrange ! and Frugi too (O gallant 3 3 


Saw bold Gabinius ſeize his captive fair one, 


And meanly turn'd his back upon her cries : 
Perdition ſeize the coward ! O my Publius! 
Fly to the Capitol ; from his aſylum 


Tis the — 1 5 fugitive, and never ſheath. 


ſword, till you can for to Clodia, 


| 2 15 — he 3 no more. 


Cled. My guide! my miſtreſs! _ 


4 go thy ready miniſter of Death. _ | 
Farewell; Nr are obey d, and he is 1 1 
ove, 


Clodia. Oh! only worthy of thy Siſter's 
Theſe arms ſhall welcome my returning hero, 
With ecftaſies that Nature dares not own, | 
And only Lovers feel. | Exit Clodius. 


Reflection 


—— 
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Reflection touch not there.— | A Noiſe is heard, as of 
Heav'ns, what a fall ! 

Behold the blazing trophy of Revenge ! 

Hail, glorious ruin, midſt unnumber d pangs, 
There is ſome conſolation in theſe horrors. 

Yet Frugi lives—and Clodius word again 

May quit its prey unfleſh'd. Prevent it then : 
Secure my victim by a ſecond blow —— 
Hah ! by my hopes, Volumnius is at hand, 

He's bold, and apt, and made for midnight uſes 
FThus doubly arm'd, I come, ingrateful man 
With all the warm fond wiſhes of a bride 

To meet thee, my belov'd ! enjoy thy pangs 
And in thy blood conſummate my revenge. (Exit Cladia. 


SCENE IV. 
The Portico of the canin Frugi and Tullia. 


Frugi Here we are ſafe; Murder and Violation 
Far off avoid theſe conſecrated walls - 
 Aw'd by the preſent God. Weep then no more, 
Look up and know thy Frugi: The dire image 
Of the accurſt Gabinius kendra thee _ :- 
And when I ſtrain you in my faithful arms, 
Lou ſtart and cry, Off, off! and force me not!” 
So the poor deer, that ſcapes the hunter's toils, 
Trembling and panting with tumultuous fears, 
Looks all on Ber, | Hato at every breeze, 
And with her lov'd companion by her fide 
In her ſafe haunt) ſtill thinks herfelf purſuet. 
Tullia. O born to ſave and to pofſeſs my heart ! 
At length I wake to Reaſon and to thee ; 
Thy welk-lov'd form, like the all-glorious Sun 
After a gloom of horror dans upon me, 
And day breaks in on my benighted foul.” 
Frugi. But tell me, Tullia, if thy Karg have left 


Staid thee behind, thus helpleſs and alone? ny 
Tul. 


the fall of a Building. , 
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So much remembrance with thee, what ſtrange Chance . | 


ce . 


was here Gabinius 
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Tul. Soon as the tumult of the night began, 
And Clodius enter'd with his favage crew, 
Thro' all the houſe I heard a dreadtul voice 
Calling aloud on thee : Our houſhold ſlaves 
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Wild and unarm'd ran ſhrieking up and down: 


My father fled; with weak and tott'ring ſteps 


I follow'd ; when anon the uproar ceas'd. 


Whereat, methought, a faint and dying voice 


_ Cried, © Frugi is no more.” —At that [ ſtopt ; 


Rooted with fear and motionleſs I ſtood. 
Again it murmur'd—** Caius is no more” 
When all at once, unknowing what I did, 

J plung'd into the flames, thro' ev'ry room 
Purſu'd the flying voice ; while all around 
The blazing roof burſt o'er my deſperate head, 
And the fierce ſpoilers toſs'd their flaming brands: 


Frugi. Oh! break off thy ſtory. 


Good Heay'n! hadſt thou the heart to ruſh thro' flames 
And men, more fierce than flames, for Frugi's fake, _ 


When thy fond fancy heard his dying groans? 
O wond'rous effort of tranſcendent love! 
How haſt thou by this all-exceeding ad, 
Stript my laſt ſervice of its little merit, 
And made my love a bankrupt ! 

Tul. O my Caius, 


Thus may I keep thee ever in my debt: 


But ah ! I tremble for thee, my Preſerver, 


To think the wretch that ſeiz'd me is a Conſul. 


| Frugi. Wou'd he had met the death 1 bluſh, Great- 
| | _ neſs, bluſh, | 8 | | V' 


Rage on, ye flames, and bury Rome in ruins, 


For Luſt and Murder have uſurp'd dominion, | 
And virtue's cries are ſent to Heav'n againſt thee. 


Tul. Peace, Frugi, peace: The all-diſpoſing God, 


Who from this Capitol, his earthly throne, 


* Surveys all Rome, and ſees and knows our wrongs, 


Juſt to our cauſe, in his own choſen time 
Vengeful will launch his unexpected bolt, 
And cruſh em in the ſulneſs of their crimes. 


W..... Rae. 
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Frugi. Methinks a voice, like the complaintive 
ſound | 
Of diſtant waters, thro” the vaulted iſles 
Deep-murmuring ftrikes mine ear. 
2 It is my father's. 
Here in the preſence of protector Jove 
Secure he vents the anguiſh of his heart, 
And bids farewell to Rome. With ſilent ſteps 
And reverential awe, let us approach 
'The venerable man ; hen Virtue mourns, 
'The Gods are preſent and partake its forrows. [Exeunt. 


SCEN E v. 
The inner Part Fae Capitol. Crenns; TexkxvriI. | 


Cic. Author of Life, behold and help thy Creature! 
Is Reaſon giv'n us, yet its uſe denied? Fr 
So were thy gift our torment. Freely then, 

Oh! let me aſk, by what law doſt thou overn ? | 

By Juſtice—as becomes a gracious father} 

Or by wild will—as ſuits a lawleſs King? 

Not ſo beſure. Then let the guilty tremble; | 

Virtue is ſafe from harm. S0 I myſelf 
Guilty pronounce ; elſe wherefore thus undone ? 
Does Conſcience, that juſt Judge, confirm my ſentence ? 
There I am clear. My faults are then not mine, 

But Nature's; againſt which no verdict lies: 

Have the Gods lefs forbearance ? 

Teren. Thou methinks, 

My Tullius, haft too much. Can Reaſon heal 
Wirongs, great as ours? No; tis Revenge muſt cure em. 
Would I could breathe my woman's foul into thee! 

Ts; that make thee deſpair, embolden me. 

Yon palace, which now blazes to its baſe, 

Feels not ſo fierce a flame as 2 3 here. 

Cic. But this, perhaps, is beſt; and Heay'n may lay 

Her rod on Virtue's head, to 3 mankind _ 

That retribution lies beyond the Grave, 
And ſtretch their proſpect to another Life. 
Need Heav'n to prove its mercy then be cruel ? 
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What in this world have theſe deſpoi 
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Can good ends ſpring from none but evil means? 


O Jove ? in juſtice if thou art not ſeen, 


Where ſhall we ſeek thee ? I am loſt in doubt: 


This only melancholy truth I know, | 
That Clodius triumphs, and that I'm undone. 


Freren. All is not loſt ; go forth; The name of Cicero, 


That magic word, ſhall raiſe all Rome about you ; 
Meet Ruin in mid-way, and beat it back 

On him that ſent it. | 5 

Cic. Vain, preſumptuous hope! 

Save only my integrity, Terentia, 

ilers left me? 

With thee I ſoon muſt part, and what ſad fortune 


Attends my abſent daughter, Heaven alone, 


And the dread Agents of Heav'n's vengeance know ; 
My Friends but wherefore name I friends? They 
1 drop'd e . 


With the firſt blaſt that ſhook me. : 


l Frugi and Tulliaenter. 


Pei, Torria, Cicero and TrxexTiIA. 


Tieren. See, Deſpairer, 


Yet, yet, we are not quite renounc'd of Heaven. 


Cic. My Tullia, O my daughter, do I live 


Once more to ſee and bleſs thee, erewe part ? 
How did I loſe thee in this night's confuſion? 


And how, when Death and Violation ſcour 


Tb affrighted city, arm'd with all Hell's flames, 
Haſt thou, defenceleſs maid, eſcap'd unkurt? 


Tul. Behold the guardian of my life and honour ! 
Dragg'd by the hands of the accurſt Gabinius 
Halt-dead and ſinking with my fears he found me, 


Like my preſerving Angel, he redeem'd me, 


Snatch d me from death and ruin, brought me to thee, Ny 
And gave me ſecond life. R 


Cic. All- gracious Powers! 


Ik when ye rain'd your ſorrows on my head, 


Unknowing of your provident deſigns, 
And to the period of my ſufferings blind, 


Murmuring I took my fate, impute it not. 
| on D | 


2 Frugi. 
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Frugi. O that I dar'd to ſpeak ! but Tullia's looks 
Awe, while they charm, and while they prompt, forbid. 
Cic. O Rome! O Country ! once the patriot ſoil 

Of Freedom ; parent once of god-like Virtues, 
liſtreſs of Arts and Empire! now, alas! 
The dying victim of unnatural Faction. 
And ſtage of rank Corruption! Yet I'll hope, 
Fall'n as thou art, vet I'll not deem thee loft, 
While thou can'ft boaſt one ſon of genuine worth, 
Noble, as this dear Youth : Thou ſee'ſt, my Frugi, 
How Rome rewards my ſervices; yet, oh ! 
Let not the memory of my wrongs extinguiſh. 
That ſpark divine, which animates the foul, 
And lights the path of glory ; ; but where I, 
*Foin from my Country's fide, now drop the work 
Unfimih'd, thou with frether nerves ſucceed 
To the brave toil, and ful the mighty plan 
With Freedom, fuch as our great Fathers gave it. 
Trugi. How my foul burns within me! O my guide, 
| Model my young ambition; teach me how 
I may deſerve to die in this great cauſe, 
And lcave a name iwmortal as thy own. 
Cic. By one firm faithful even courſe of honour ; . 
By ſtanding forth alone, not Cæſar's follower, 
Not Pompey” s ſlave, but Rome's and Virtue' 5 frien: i 
Sworn to no party; *midft corruption pure; 
Scorning all titles, dignities, and wealth, 
V\ hen weigh'd againſt Integrity; rememb'ring 
by bat Patriot is the higheſt name on earth. 
Enter Arricus. 
Att. Hail, Friend! or rather let me greet thee, Exile! 
For from this night, I'll own no other name : 
_ Roman? no more on't ; Scythian call me rather ; 
For we have chang'd conditions: Social Virtue 
Is fied beyond the mountains; nothing now 
Is truly barbarous, but within theſe walls 
Cic. Is there aught new abroad ? | | 
Att. What can be new, 
When I have ſeen mount Palatine ? Whas range, ; 
When TI have heard the Father of kis Country 
| Revil'd, inſulted, baniſh'd ? 
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Cic. Came you thence, 
From yonder pile of ruin ? 


Att. Tis no more: 
Theſe eyes beheld it level with the duſt; 


The manſion of my friend, the ſocial ſeat 


Of poliſh'd manners, gay convivial wit, 


And hoſpitable eaſe. Alas ! the days, 
The nights, that we have known ; Bear with me, 


Marcus, 


But my remembrance gave ſuch life and being 


To the ſad ſcene, ſo knit and wove together 
Things living with inanimate ; methought 

"Twas thou, my friend, that fell; ſtruck with the fight, 
I follow'd the falſe impulſe of my heart, 


And on the ſenſeleſs aſhes dropt a tear. 


Cic. J look'd not for this ſhow of tenderneſs, 


And thank thee for it from my heart, my Atticus: 
But tears are catching, and theſe eyes are apt 
To every ſoft infection. You have ſaid, 5 
When you would wean my thoughts from Rome, 


Content 


Depends not upon place; Why then farewell 


Ye ſcenes of paſt delights, exil'd from you 
With Freedom and with Virtue for my guides, 


| Indifferent where to fix, I'Il range the world, 
And Rome ſhall follow me where'er I go. 


Att. Ariſe, fet forth, caſt not a look behind, 


But ſeize the preſent Now; on every fide, 
Around, above, beneath you, all is Treaſon ; 
Our ſtreets, our houſes, nay, our very temples, 
Daily ſhe haunts; ev'n here you are not ſafe ; 


On Jove's own Capitol her enſigns float, 


And bid defiance to the bolts of Heav'n. 


Cic. Give me the Statue — ©* Stand thou there, 
Minerva, | 8 N 


_ * Goddeſs ador'd ! my laſt prong pocge 


—_- | 


To after-ages ; prop the falling 


And be to Rome what Cicero is no more.”— 
Now, friends, have with you; bear with me this once, 
I' Il taſk your friendſhip but a few ſhort hours, 


And quit you then for ever. 
Tul. Break, break, Heart! „ 
| 9 3 Ter. 
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Ter. Confuſion light on the whole race of Clodius ! 
Muſt we be torn aſunder ? | 
Cic. Spare, O ſpare me! 
'The cruel moment comes full fraught with woe 
Sufficient for itſelf. Now, Frugi, Atticus, 
Dear Youth, and beſt approved Friend, beſtir you ; 
South of the Capitol take you your courſe, 
And fetch a wider compaſs ; from Mount Aventine 
Summon young Curio to the Capuan gate: 
Thou alles to the Caelian hill, my Atticus, 
Call up Hortenſius, raiſe Servilius Rufus, 
Lentulus and Caelius ; but let Milo ſleep ; | 
His heady zeal will know no bounds, and ſtain 
The civil tenour of my cauſe with blood. 1 
Do this, and meet me both at Veſta's Temple ; 1 
There I muſt render up to her protection 
This well-beloved charge. Paſs on; that way 
ls private. Hah ! and am I fallen ſo low? 
I, that ſo often have been borne along > 
In triumph thro” theſe gates. Mark this, young Man, | 
And learn the vanity of Human Greatneſs. E xeunt. 


| 1 
SCENE VI. | 
} 
| 


Ns as HE. a dd 


The | Entrance of the Capital. 


Clad. Tis He; (may lightning catch and blaſt his 
ſpeed!) 
"Tis F rugi ; muffled as he is, I know him : 

Juſt where the moon-beam ſmites athwart the portal 
My eye o'er-took him; (would my ſword had fo !) } 
What can be done? Singly attempt a faction; = 
And ruſh on certain death ? My band-all Es - 1 | 
Buried in wine and plunder : Then the place— 
Tove's own peculiar Temple ; who if aught 
Can ſtir him, now muſt put forth all the God, 

Or loſe his name Capitoline. No more: 

Away, vain fears; ye ſtrangers to my heart! 

Alone, without a friend, fave this good ſword, 
And the great ruling Fate that moves within me, 
Againſt all Law, and Right, and Men, and Gods, 
Thus I advance to conqueſt, or to death. 
| CE nters the Capital. 
- SCENE. 
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SCENE VII. 


Clodia enters alone. 


It wal be by his blood : The word is paſt 


Twixt me and Death, and he expects his victim. 
My love I tender'd, he diſdain'd my love, 


And choſe my vengeance ; vengeance let him have ! 
Is this hard dealing, Gods? In common life, 


Things noxious and abhorr'd we freely kill, 

But what we love we ſpare ; my heart then aſks 
Muſt Frugi die? Ah! rather muſt he live; 

For Tullia live ? while this deſpiſed form, 

To which the proudeſt knees in Rome have bent, 


Whilſt Heav'n was left unworſhip'd, ſhall abide 
The killing taunts of an inſulting Rival, 2 
And waſte itſelf with Envy. Come, Volumnius; 


Come, Clodius! rather let your keen ſwords meet 


And hack each other, in the dying heart 
Of this dear ſcornful youth. My ſoul is toſt 


Upon a ſea of blood, whoſe ſtormy channel 


My lab'ring bark muſt paſs, ere it can reach 


That land of Peace, to which its Hopes are bound. 
Clodius comes out of the Temple. 
Clod. Hah ! who art thou? : 
Clodia. A woman, and a bold one; 


That ſhrinks not to receive thee to her arms, 


Freſh from thy crimes, and purpled o'er with blood. 


Clad. Hail, Miſtreſs of my Soul; 'tis done: Revenge 
Hath had her fill, and Frugi is no more. 


Warm from the living fountain of his heart, 


. Behold how, like a young and bluſhing maid, 


My pale ſteel, flecker'd with the ruddy drops, 


Weeps for the deed 't has done. 


Clodia. Give me the dagger : 


And is this then the haughty high-born blood, 


That fluſh'd with conſcious pride upon his cheek, _ 

When deaf to Love's ſoft pray'rs he ſpurn'd me from 
„ 5 f 

And chid me with an inſolence of Virtue? 

Now, Clodjus, where's the body? 


Clod 
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Clod. Drench'd in blood 
On the cold pavement, and defac'd with wounds, 
There, where it fell it lies. Alone J enter'd; 
T liſten'd ; all was filence ; fave the ſound 
Of feet light treading on the echoing floor; 
Near and more near he came; I cow'ring low 
Crept behind Pompey's ſtatue ; till at once, 
Quick as a lion from his watch, upon him 
T ſprung, and thruſt my weapon to his heart; 
He ſtarted, fell, and died without a groan. 
Clodia. But where was Cicero? 
Clod. Where fled I know not. 
Clodia. It is enough; my vengeance is complete. 
Drag forth the body. Yet Fl view thoſe eyes 
| Seated in death; Clodius hath marr'd their luſtre, 
And I may gaze unharm'd. 


Clod. What have I done? 1 
Volumnius? aim'd my dagger at my foe, 
And ſtruck a Siſter's heart. Where ſhall I vent 
| Mycurſes? on the living or the dead? 
On him, myſelf, or Frugi ? Hence, away ! 


Thou hateful miniſter. © (Throws away bis dagger. 


Oh! I am mockd IS 

Of Heaven, and made the verieſt fool of Nature. 

| Clodia. Was this well done? 

Clod. Siſter, by Heav'n I ſwear — ———— 

Clodia. And dar'ſt thou ſwear 

By Heav'n, when Hell itſelf is in thy heart? 

I bad thee ftrike a bold and open foe ; 

Thou baſely murder'ſt an unguarded friend. 
Clod. Dol deſerve this of thee ? Think, O think! 


£. Clodia. "Tis thought that makes me mad. Ah a 5 


fre wretched me! 1 
Doom'd to be wrong'd and ſcorn'd by thoſe I lov'd. 
For thee, ingrateful, have I ſtab'd my fame? 

For thee endur'd the hiſs of public ſcorn, 

And ſtifled Nature's cries ? Was it for thee, 

That thou might'ſt revel in my widow'd arms, 

I plung'd my ſoul in blood; a Huſband's blood ? 
And 1s not this enough ? muſt he too periſh, 

That guiltleſs youth, who troubled not the fount 


Cladius drags the body forth. 


or 
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Of thy delights, but drank at humble — 
The leavings of thy joys. 

Clod. I own I wiſh'd 
To hold entire poſſeſſion of thy ſoul : 
But 'twas in vain ; I ſaw unnumber'd rivals, | 
And yet with-held Revenge. Think you I knew not, 
When with that fatal ſteel you arm'd my hand, 
And bad me bury it in Frugi's heart; 
Think you I knew not then that deſperate Love, 
And frantic Diſappointment doom'd his death? 
Yes, Clodia, yes: And therefore 'twas I flew, 


Prompt to fulfil thy vengeance and my own, 


Nor ſtaid the ſhifting of a woman's will : 
Twice he hath *ſcap'd me, yet again I'll meet him, 


And then redeem my error. 


Chdia. Never, never. 
Had'ſt thou at firſt obey'd and murder'd Caius, 
[ mutt have hated him who ſhed his blood, 
But not as now deſpis'd: Henceforth he lives. 


My next revenge a ſurer hand ſhall act, 


And in a juſter cauſe.—Alas ! Volumnius; ; 


Thou never ſlighted'ſt me, as Caius did; 5 
Thou waſt not harſh, ungrateful, as chis Brother, 
But ever apt and gentle to my wiſhes; _ 

I did not think to have grac'd thee with a tear, 


But thy ſad fate demands it. 

Clod. If there s truth, | | 
Or honeſty in man, I knew him not. 

(Jod. But 1 know thee. Oh! that my breath could 

ive | 

Motion 2 utterance to theſe pale cold lips, 
And put a tongue into each gaping wound; 
That from as many ſeveral mouths at once, 


As thou to nim in jealouſy gave ſtrokes, 


I might proclaim thee lyar. 
_ Clad. Hear me, Clodia 


Clodia. No, I'll not hear: Cry to the roaring winds, 


When they unſeat the everlaſting rocks, 


And lift the wild waves to the vaulted Heav'n, 
And thou ſhalt find an audience from the ſtorm . 
But me for ever deaf. 


Clad. © 
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Clod. Then to the winds 
I will complain, for they ſhall hear my wrongs, 
And bear 'em on their charitable wings 
To every ſhore they viſit. Luckleſs man! 
O Thou! by ill-deſigning Nature caſt 
In the func mould with Frugi ; what dark errand 
Brought thee to this dire place ? Ah! why conceal'd 

ou 

That ill- ſtar'd head? and thou, malicious Planer, 
Why would'ſt not lend thy light? 

Clodia. Not Frugi's form, 
Not this dark hour, nor ill-deſigning Name, 
But the ſole crime of being lov'd by Clodia, 
Brought thee to this fad end. 


_ Clad. Injurious woman, 


Wou'd that men's thoughts were graven on their hearts! 


90 ſhould theſe hands of mine to thy confuſion 
Pluck out the bleeding witneſs of my ann, 
And die upon the proof. 

___ Clodia. Bare to my eye, 
As is thy face, thy guilty boſom Bes ; ; 
And there in ſtaring characters I read 
Murder and Jealouſy ; infernal names! _ 

Cled. Murder and Jealouſy ? O Clodia, Clodia, 
Talk' ſt thou of murder, thou, whoſe ſoul is dy'd 
Deeper than are theſe hands which did thy work ? 
Talk'ft thou of Jealouſy ? Who doom'd to death 
The guiltleſs Frugi, for his faith to Tullia ? 

Who arm'd my hand this fatal night with flames 

Gainſt Cicero's palace? Who mon d Gabinius 
To ſeize thy ſhrieking rival? Who but thou 

And that unhappy man, thy guilty minion, 
Mixt the dire doſe which brave Metellus drank, 


And ſhed a Huſband's blood? This thou haſt done; 


Then talk no more of Jealouſy and Murder. 


Clodia. Take up your ſword ; lo! where the death- 


| ful weapon 

Lies at the fide of him it baſely th ; 5 
Behold my ready boſom ; plunge it here. 
A curſe is fallen on our guilty Loves; 
And I am weary of the world, and thee. 


Clad. Siſter, you've done me wrong ; yet ſhall my 
hand "> nn 
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Not ſpill your blood: But if you're bent on death, 


Behöld 1 leave you that; when life is irkſome, 


Tis all the remedy I know for ſorrow. (Exit Clodius. 


Clodia. It ſhall be fo. My Soul approves the 


counſel. (Takes up the dagger. 
Now, Frugi, ſince the over-ruling will 


Of Fate denies me to repay thy ſcorn ; 
»Tis well this way is left me to avoid it. 


Farewell, poor murder'd Corſe ! What, do thy wounds 


Open afre „and anſwer me in blood? 
Thus to the Manes of my murder'd Honour 


1 make libation ; to the vengeful Siſters, 


Who with ſcorch'd feet travel the burning ſoil, 
Where Phlegethon his fiery torrent rolls, 


_ "Theſe Harbingers I fend : Open, firm Earth, 
And sive 'em png to announce my coming. 


Aer 
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| | 77 ERR] * 
— ACT Vv. #CENR-1L | 
© The Teurin of VES TA. | 


| = Cicero, TERENTIA, TULLI1A. 


Cic. M IFE of the World! Firſt Principle, and laſt! | 
All-powerful Element ! Hail, Veſta, hail! ; 


\F To thy protecting Altars I bequeath | 
| This Pledge ; oh! may thine ever-wakeful fires | 
| Catch and conſume the wretch, that dares attempt N 
| This hoſpitable ſhrine. Now hold, my heart ! 


Terentia, come forward; time is ſhort, | | | 
Vet I have much to ſay my wife, my wife! 
Ter. O that thus folded i in each others arms, 
lere, as we've liv'd, together we br fall! 
Or parting hence in ſocial exile j join'd, 
Set forth, and take our fates. 
Cic. Might that be fo, 
Ruin would loſe its name ; Exile its terrors, | 
And Clodius reap no triumph from my fall. 
But Heaven that gave a bleſſing to our bed, 
Stampt the great Law of Nature on my heart, 8 


——— —— — 


And bound me to it, by the ſacred ties 

| Of fatherly affection; can I then 
Wed my poor Tullia to diſgrace and forrow, 
| And to my Boy bequeath the bitter portion | | 

Of Exile, and hereditary ruin ? . * 
| Rather, juſt Gods! if ſo ye deem it fit, 15 1 
Let me atone for all; on me be pour d | 
Your whole collected vengeance, and repay me 
f For theſe dire wrongs, this undeſerv'd affliction, 
| An hundred fold, as heav'nly bounty ſhould, 
E In bleſſings on my children. 
”ĩkN ß 0 my cher, 
| When thou art gone, and the great mound i broke 
Which ſtood betwixt us and a ſtormy world, 
And threw the black and _ ſurges from us, - 


1 „ N 


| 


. 


by 


Gabinius, feel the gentle touch of ou” | 
Bid the ſun blanch the raven's jetty plume, 
Tho' Nature ſteep'd it in her darkeſt dye, 
And it ſhall ſooner take a dove-like hue, OS 
Than their fell hearts remorſe. What fence ſo high 
Too bound their vaſt ambition? What fo facred 


Who mocks the Goddeſs, ſhould revere her Temple? 
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Th' exaſperated torrent rolling back, 
2 upon us thro' the fatal breach, 


Shall burſt reſiſtleſs o'er our feeble banks, 
And pour a deluge of deſtruction round. 
Cic. Daughter, I've look'd into the hearts of men, 


And trac'd the ſhifting paſſions, as they turn 


To oppoſite extremes; there I have mark d, 
When Envy keeps the throne, tis Hell within us: 
Soon as the guilty paſſion 1s allay'd, 

The green and morbid colour of our ſouls 


Ils chang'd to virgin white; a gentle breeze 
Of pity ſprings within us; with fond forrow = 


Upon our proftrate rival we look down, 
And mourn our own ſucceſs. 
Ter. Clodius, relent !— 


To ſtem their impious fury? Why this night 
May they not force us hence? Alas, what help? 


Our cries will then not reach thee ; thou'lt hold on 
Thy ſolitary courſe, and fondly think us | 


In this aſylum ſafe. What chance that he, | 
Cic. Nature, that made you pow'rleſs, made herſelf 

Your fond Protectreſs; ſet a guard about you 

Of winning charms, and bid you walk ſecure 


Amidſt a warring world; then fear not Clodius ; 


Fierce tho' he be, he cannot quite ſtrike of 


The ſeal that Heav'n hath ſet upon its work, 
And ceaſe to be a man. 


Now, Atticus, 
Comes Curio with you ? 1 n 


5 Enter Atticus. 
Att. At the Capuan Gate 


He waits your coming: All the City wakes; 
Pale ſtaring forms courſe up and down the ſtreets, 


Half dead with fear and wonder; naked ſome, 
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| As if the Gaul was at their doors; all weep 

li And ſmite their breaſts, and call upon your name : 
Amongſt the reſt, I met your freedman Tiro; 
Horrid and wan he look'd, and bath'd in tears ; 
With thick and falt'ring ſpeech he queſtion'd me 


| Of his dear Lord. What follows is the worſt | 
A Young Frugi, as tis ſaid, by Clodius' hand, | 
Was in the Capitol moſt baſely murder'd ; 


And lies in public view a lifeleſs Corſe. 
E Oc. Foal Hear n! 
| (Tullia falls into ber mother” 5s ArMs. 
Ter. Alas! my child, my child! 
| Keen Anguiſh wrings her heart. She faints ; 3 he dies. | 
Help, help, your daughter dies. | | 
Tul. Would Heav'n I might! | | 
Ter. O my prophetic Soul! Thy ſtory, Atticus, 1 
Hath murder'd my poor Tullia ; n 1 | 
3 Thy Victim ſhe expires. 
Tul. It will not be; 
My officious heart yet beats, and feeble Grief 
| Slowly puts out the ſtubborn lamp of life. 
| vv hat have I done? Uturp'd a Father's Tight, | £ 
| And giv'n my foul pony l 
Cic. Severe, O Gods! | 
To me and to my Houſe, hath been thy doom. 
Such evils from conceal'd affections ſpring. 
Why. O my daughter— but I'll not reproach thee. {| 
| Tl. Shame ſtopt my voice; Honour ang £ conſcious g 


Pride, 
That ſcorn'd to meet on leſs than equal terms, | 
And hope of happier days: While Frugi li- d | 
= Thy forrows kept poſſeſſion of my heart, | 
f And Love receded from the ſtronger gueſt ; | 
Now this dear image riſcs to my view | 
| So piteouſly array'd, with ſuch a train 
| Of tender thoughts aſſails this ſhatter'd frame, 
Iuhat Reaſon quits her fort, and flies hefore, [ 
| To the laſt verge of phrenzy and deſpair. F 
Cic. O Frugi, O my Son! for by that name þ|_ 
Henceforth l'Il call thee ever, what dire fate 
| Hangs o'er the fortunes and the friends of Cicero! 
What curſe ſhall I invoke ? Where'er I turn, 
Pull in my view that hated moniter lands, 


Thwarts. 


| 
( 
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Thwarts every hope, and murders every joy. 
O friend, haſt thou no comfort to beſtow ? 
Revoke the cruel tale : Saidſt thou the Capitol ? 
It cannot be—we parted thence together : 
With haſty ſtrides I faw him ſhape his courſe 
Strait to the Caelian Mount. | 
Ter. Tis true he lives, 5 
And I renounce my fears. Shame on his tongue, 
Who told you this falſe tale. 
Att. Twas your own Tiro. 
Why will you thus provoke the fatal truth ? 
Loſt in the wild ditorder of the night, 
| As thro' the city ſtreets he ſought you out, 
1 Chance led him to the Capitol: At once 
A The well-known form of Clodia ſtruck his view 
Before the Temple's porch aloft ſhe ſtood ; 
Muluſing and fad ſhe ſeem'd. When ſoon, behold ! 
With loud recoil the ſacred doors flew back; 
Forth ruſh'd a ghaſtly form, and wav'd a ſword 
| Dripping with blood; when with a voice that ſhook 
Ihe vaulted dome, and ſpoke him very Clodius, 
_ ©© ?Tis done (he cried) vengeance has had her fill, 
And Frugi is no more.” At that dire word, 
Tiro affrighted, ſhrunk, and fled unſeen. _ 
Tul. Oh! 'tis apparent all; 'tis Truth as clear 
As Oracle ere ſpoke. Now who ſhall comfort ine? 
Now who ſhall reaſon him to Life again, = 
Or me to Peace? will you, or you, attempt it? 
Ah! no; ye both deſpair. Then give me way, 
And ſince ye cannot bring to me my Cains, 
Fil fly to him. —— Frugi enters. 
Nay, if your tombs can't hold you, 3 
But you muſt riſe with all your wounds about you, 
I 1 ſtalk abroad in common with the living, 
he world's too narrow for us both: Down, down! 
Or give us up your Graves.—Nay, now, — tis pat. 
nn ber in bis arms. 
Frugi. Why do you bend ſuch fearſul eyes on me? 
| | __ Speak he that can, and tell me whence this horror! 
2 Ait. Joyful Surprize, not Horror, wraps us thus, 
| To ſee thee living, whom Report had murder'd. 
[ 9 e WW. 
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Frugi. Who then hack done this deed ? 


Cic. Thou haſt, my ſon. 
Frugi. So is my guilt m my bleſſing. 
Tal. Come, unhand me 


{Looking on Tullia. 


I knew him and his errand : I can die | 
In ſpite of you; Death's thouſand doors are open, 


And this rebellious Spirit will break priſon, 
Lo make itſelf an entrance. 
Cic. Lead her forth. 


She's thine, if Heav'n reſtore her. 


Frugi. Then, good Heav'n, 


Or — her ſenſes, or extinguiſh mine. (Exeunt. 


8 1 E N E. II. 
4 Street in Rowe. 
 Clodius, Gabinivs. 
Cled. Gabinius, welcome. Wherefore droops my. 


4 friend? 
What, foil'd at your late revel ? You have talen 


Too full a meal of Tullia's maiden fruit, 
And the pall'd appetite now turns aſide 


With loathing and averſion. 
__ Gab. Clodius, no; 


She's loſt ; perdition light on him that ſole her! * 


Sure . curſt Demon hovers in the air, 


And ſhowers down miſchief on this fatal night. 
She's vaniſh'd, gone, untaſted, unenjoy'd, 


Snatch d like a dream from the deluded fight, 
And left no trace behind, but Shame an 22 


And _— Diſappointment. 


Jo. Curſt miſchance !_ 


What villain tore her from you ? 
Gab. Oh ! no more. 


Thou haft thy ſorrows, Clodius, I have mine. 
Liberal of Ill, Fate hath beſtow'd on each, 


Griefs of their own, and not to thee the leaſt. 


fear me not. 
Uls cannot come too fudden for the brave: 


Clad. What are they? Speak. Doſt ons ? 0 


1 live 
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Of Niobe we came. 


South of Mount Aventine it lies; the grove 
Of ſpreading beeches, that embower the fount, 


Go, tell my ſavage, my inceſtuous Brother, 


_ © There is a Hell for Murder and for Inceſt : 
Mietellus hath been with me, my late Lind. 
_ ©* Whom l, inhuman! murder'd, to make room 
For this perfidious Brother, told me ſo ; 5 
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I hive at war with Fate, and ſcorn to hold 


My being in unmanly baſe dependence 
Upon the wayward ſtars ; but ſeize the preſent, | 


And bid defiance to the coming hour. 


Gab. Clodia is dead. 
Clod. Why then I thank thee, Nature, 
That when you made this frame of ſuch frail ſtuff, 


So ſenſible of harm, fo ill array'd 


To combat ſharp Misfortune, yet you cas d 
My heart in temper'd ſteel, and made it proof 
Againſt the ſoft compunctious ſtroke of Pity, 


Bidding it laugh at all that Fate can do. 


Now, if thou can'ſt relate the Tale of Death, 


And keep no circumſtance of horror back ; 


For *'tis a ſound familiar to my ear, 

And needs no ſoftening to inure me to it. 
Gab. Alone, and muſing on my wayward F ate, 

As tow'rds Mount Palatine I took my way 


A ſhort hour ſince, I met that wretched woman, 
— Whom you no more call Siſter : Mad ſhe ſeem d, 
Convulſion ſhook her frame; while Horror glard 
In her chang'd viſage; eager was her ſpeech, 


And broke with frequent ſighs: She bad me follow ; z 


In ſilence I obey'd ; the led me on, 


Nor caſt a look behind, till to the fount 
Clod. I know the place, 
Was her moſt favour'd ſpot. 
Gab. There firſt ſhe ſtop'd: 
When turning ſhort, ſhe cod, he ſhall I ſpeak i it?) 


That you have ſeen me mad. Hark! lam call'd— 
** But take this ſecret with you ere we part, 


And I believe it ſpite of Epicurus.” 

Then turning from me, quick as thought ſhe bates. 

This dagger in her breaſt : * Take it, ſhe cried, _ 
e | «To 
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Is Cladias bear his laſt beſt preſent back, 

his weapon reeking with a Siſter's blood ; 

And tell him-——” More ſhe would have aid, * 
Denk 

* everlaſting ſilence ſeal'd her lips. 

Cled. So! (Taking and looking on the dagger. 
Gab. Do nat think too f This ſad ſtory 
Dwells in our boſoms only ; wrapt in night 
Her mute attendants bear her body home, 

And weep her death, unknowing of the cauſe. 
| Cled. Fate now, I know thy utmoſt. Take the 
dagger: 5 
If, when I look upon thoſe limbs in Death, 
My Heart within me finks, and coward Nature 
Melts to unwilling tears ; then ſtrike it home 
One faving ſtroke, prevent the gathering ſigh, 
And meet it ere it riſes to my lips. 
Gab. May all the Gods — me, if l ſpare you! ' 
But now awhile retire. 
| Clod. And why retiie? 
What ! Lover-like beneath fome yew-tree O ſhade, 
To ſtand with folded arms and drooping head, 
Poring upon ſome moulder'd monument ; 
By the pale moon? or holding fad diſcourſe 
With its inhabitant the Owl? Away! 
No, I'll abroad; out-face the flaring day : 
] never yet knew grief, but Wine cou'd cure it; 
Wine is the Lethe of the Poet's Fable; 
And, Clodia, there FIl bury thy remembrance. _ 
"Gd. No, lay that thorn for ever to thy breaſt 
To keep Revenge awake. 
Clad. Revenge? Ye Gods! 
How flat is life, unſeaſon'd with Revenge? 
It Glory gilds it not, how blank the page ? 
Had I in ſtore myriads of dreaming 1 | 
Fd ſet em all upon one defp'rate ca 
And mock at Cicero in the arms of Death. 5 
Gab. Then take this dagger back, and on its ; blade, x 

With bloody characters empurpled o'er, . 4 
Read the laſt will of Cladia : Hah ! what ſays i it! > 

Cled. Thou curſt Remembrancer ! twice aim'd in 

vain 


At Caius Frug!'s breaſt, now dy'd, alas! 


ll 


e, | 


dl. 0 


Thither, my Friend, betake thee. 
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Fn the life-blood of her, who ſent thee to me, 
Lie there, and make acquaintance with my heart. 


Gab. And why not plant it, where it firſt was aim'd, 
In Caius Frug!'s breaſt? How my ſoul fires 


At that deteſted name ! O Clodius, Clodius, 
This is the hour, if thou dar'ſt do a deed 
To make thy name a terror, and appall 


Ev'n Heav'nitſelf; this is th' important hour. 


In Veſta's Fane aſſembles all the Houſe 


Of Cicero ; a weak unguarded crew, 

Fondly preſuming on their ſacred refuge, 

And confident gainſt all attempts. | 
Clod. Enough. | 

Not all the Synod of the Gods can ſhake me. 

Did I reſpe& thee, Fauna, and thy rites, 


Goddeſs, rever'd of women? Then, O Veſta, 
In ſpite of thee and thy perennial fires 


Ev'n at thy altar's foot PII ſeize my victims; 


| While the chaſte flame looks pale at my attempt, 
| And Ty * me do my great * L Exæeunt. 


SCENE III. 


See ene returns to the Temple of Ves STA. 


Cicero, TexentiA, Turi, Arvicus, Cares, 


Fxvuct. 


Cic. Urge me no more; tis fixt for Si icily : 


The Juſtice of my Government, the Grace 


I've ever ſhewn the Ifland, ſtill are freſh 


In all men's memories; if Gratitude 
Yet dwells in human hearts, it muſt be there. 


Att. Fated to conquer and corrupt the world, 


Victorious Rome in every foil and clime 


Hath ſow'd her fertile vices ; Virtue ever 


| Bleeds at the fide of Freedom: Greece alone, 
Triumphant in her fall, hath with her arts | 


Made Captive her Deſp iler, and remains 


A land of refuge gainſt appreſſive wrong, 


The Nurſe of Science and the Seat of Peace. 
Cic. 


: Who keep the moments of his weakneſs private. 
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Cic. Ah! no more; 


My heart I give amongſt you ; for my body, 


Which Rome thus caſts away, fall where it may, 
It is a ſorry thing, nor worth the purcaaſe 
Of ſo much foil as it will cover. 
Teren. Athens 
Has my voice ; but, wines er you bend your flight, 


Be ſtill thyſelf, my Marcus ; no retirement 
Can hide a great man from the world, for Rome 


 Hath eyes in every ſphere, and they will watch you, 


Tho' buried deep within Sicilian ſhades, 

As when you ſtood the foremoſt of mankind, 

And ſwa ay the Fate of Empires. 

Cic. O Terentia, 

*Tis hard, but juſt withall; for mine's a Heart 
Slightly made up by Nature, i in whoſe compound | 


Preſide the ſoft and ſenſible Affections, 


And bend to every preſſure. But why ſpeaks x not 


My deareſt Tullia? has thy Caius yet 
Allay d the wild diforder of thy mind, 


And ſooth'd it into peace? 
Tul. The ſtorm is paſt; . 
Sorrows as deep, tho calmer, now fhcceed ; 


My ſoul ſhuts out each ſoft and joyful ſenſe, 


Ev'n Love itſelf, to entertain as wrongs. 
For thee each morn ere Phoebus ſtreaks the Eaſt, 
With early Oriſons I'Il waken Heaven; 


For thee each night ſhall find me on my knees ; "Ie 


No note of mirth, no ill- according joy, 


Sha!l break the tenor of my pious taſk, 


Till the wiſh'd hour, when wearied Fate relents, 
. And Heav'n recalls her exi'd Patriot home. 


Cic. Be it your care to wean her from her griefs, 


5 * lead her with a watchful hand thro' life; 
Yet at ſome times indulge her in her tears, 


Nor grudge that tribute. to a Father's name. 


Now with Pomponius to the Capuan Gate 
| Depart : My burſting Heart muſt have its vent; 5 


And truſt me he's the beſt Philoſopher, 


Frugi. 


5 =y e 


gi. 


Than are thy fancied Deities; nor Rocks, 
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Frugi. Yet ere we part, before this awful ſhrine, 


Here in the : preſence of the Guardian Goddeſs ; 


Let me conjure thee by the name of Father, 

O crown my hopes, and conſecrate my Love. 
Tul. Why wilt thou urge us both to our deftruQion ? 

Ah! wherefore tempt this black ill- mend hour, | 

For Treaſon only fit, for Luſt and Murder, 

And magic Incantations. This a time 

To aſk a bleſſing in? hence muſt we date 

Our inauſpicious nuptials ? here commence |_ 

Our dark unhallow'd courſe ? Forbid it, Heav' * 
Cic. Be wiſe, be virtuous, and defy the Stars. 

Come near me both. Here o'er this —— 


Il join your hands, an emblem of your hearts : 


Henceforth be one. 


Like this perennial fire, 


So be your Loves aſpiring, ardent, pure, 
| Perpetual ; z ceaſing not till this expires. 1 8 
| The Flame is ſeen to fink gr * 


goes out. They land amazed at the Omen, a 
| ſuddenly a great Noiſe is heard without. 
Frugi. Hark! they aſſault the Temple; we're beſet 3 


L 2 is at our doors : Impious attempt 


Atticus and Frugi go out. 
Sal O Heav'n and Earth; where run you, Caius, 
Huſband ? £ 
Help, help, they .murder my dear, dear, defender. 
A claſbing g of ſwords. Frugi retreats fiehting, and 
falls at Tullia's feet. Clodius and Gabinius exter 
= follower: : Clodius advances to Cicero. | 
Cled. So ; you are found. 
Cic. Hangs the roof o'er thee yet? 
Gods! Gods! why ſleep ye? wherefore riſe ye! not 


Ye violated Fires? in our defence 


Why blaze not _ your Altars, and avenge 


This Sacril 


__ Clad. Muki deſpiſe thee es. -. 


Rail on, thou credulous and ſhallow Pedant, 


Till thy Gods hear thee, or till I relent. 


But know to thy confuſion, not the winds, 
That ſweep the Scythian defart, are more deaf, 


4 


58 The BAnviSHMENT of 


That ſhake thoſe winds from off their icy ſides, 
More hard, or more unfeeling than ny heart. 
Cic. Villain profeſt and ſhameleſs ! 
Gab. Time 1s ſhort ; 
Pomponius is eſcap'd ; Caius yet breathes. 
Cled. _ was my ſword too ſhort ? this dagger 
then 
Shall piece it out, and find his Heart. 
Tul. Away! 
Thouꝰſt done thy work too well, inhuman wretch ! 
The ſterneſt murderers will turn aſide, 
Nor dare to look upon the deed they've done ; 
Thou only tak*ft a cool delight in blood, 
Can'ft reaſon and deſcant upon thy trade, 
And, butcher-like, deface and carve the flain. 

Chad. Drag em afunder. 

Tul. That ye ſhall not do; 

Thus will I ſcreen his poor remains of Life. | 
Now, now, transfix us both ; the Wife and Huſband ; 
— The living and the dying; tis enough, 

So I can hold off Death one moment from him, | 
And meet it in its paſſage to his Heart. - = 
Clod. Then take thy wiſh. (Offers to kill ber. 

Cic. Ah! ſtop thy deſperate hand. 
Let this alone; Fekold 1 ! a Father kneels. 
O Clodius, thou haſt brought me to the „ 
Enjoy my ſhame, but ſpare my daughter's life. 
- Clad. 12 this is vengeance. Let me view thee 

we 


| Kneel'ſ thou, proud Spirit? Wou d all Rome were 
; here 


Spectators of my triumph! Come what may, 
Pve liv'd enough. 
Gab. Hoa! Catiline, where art thou ? 
Burſt from thy ſleep of Death; this is a Ton 
To weigh againſt Elyſium. N 
Tieren. Riſe for ſhame; 8 
Riſe and defy em; their inſulting r 

Is ſharper than their ſwords. 

Cic. What have I done? 

O coward Nature! is there no way left 
To fave a Child, but by a Father 8 ſhame ? 


Each 


re 


Or is thy vengeance wearied ? 


To * at *, and all thy pa patriot ſchemes, 
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Each drop of blood about me that is Roman 
Rebels againſt this weakneſs : But remember, 
When you report this deed, report withal 
That he who kneel'd to ſave a Daughter s life, 
Diſdain'd to aſk his own. 
Tul. Who aſks for life, 


When this dear youth expires? Death grows upon him, 


Nor needs your daggers to enſure his victim. 

How piteouſly his eyes are fix'd on me! 

Convulſion ſhakes each joint; he cannot utter, 

Yet his lips move moſt ſpeakingly. Where are ye ? 

Ye talk'd of daggers ; who will plant one wok þ 

Or muſt I linger till diſtraction ends me, 

And on this pavement daſh my deſperate braitis ? | 
Gab. That groan's his laſt. My vengeance aſks no 

more. | 

Chd. This conſolation comes too late for thee, 


Unhappy Clodia: Yet it glads me well. 
Hence with theſe women to the Public Court, 
And there in full aſſembly urge their crimes ; 
ge it my taſk to caſt this Exile forth, ; 
And execute the Doom my Country paſt. 


(Guards ſeize Terentia. 
Cie. Unhallow'd villains | ! looſe your brutal hold. 


O my Terentia ; how this wrings my Heart! 


Teren. Fear not, my Marcus; we ſhall meet again; z 


If not, I will not thame thee at my Death, 
But ſuffer as a Roman Matron would (They force ber off. 
Guards take away Frugi's body, and force Tullia away. 


Tul. Where do youdrag me We muſt part, my Caius ; ; 


Relentleſs monſters, can ye view that face 
And pay no reverence? Howſoe'er ye treat 
The living, do no violence to the dead. 

Theſe are my nuptial joys.— 


Alas, my Father! 
And doſt thou weep ? O agonizing ſight! 


Come, let me go for evermore farewell. Exit. 5 
Cicero, Clodius, and Guards. | 
Cic. Well, my Tormentor, can'ſt thou aught invent 
Rog and keener than the pangs I feel ; 


Cod. I have liv'd 


To 
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To ſee thy Palace duſt, thyſelf an Exile, 

A proſtrate Beggar dending to the earth; 

Thy Houſe of all its borrow'd ſplendor kipp d, 

And to its-farſt obſcurity reduc d: 

Henceforth I think not of thee. 

Cic. Not think of me ? - 

Dream on, till Vengeance wake thee, till thy — A 
 Bloated and frell'd from Pleaſure's guilty feaſt 

Starts up aghaſt, turns ſuddenly upon thee, | 

And tings thee to the heart; and mark me, Traitor, 

In the great ſcale and order of Creation | 

All have their parts; but your's are ſervile uſes, 

Monſters of Vice; yet in the hand of Heaven 

Ve miniſter to Good, and are the inſtruments 

To tent the hollow-hearted, and diſtinguiſh 

Between the ſimilar back-ſliding hypocrite, 

And the long-ſuffering ſingle-hearted man: 

When you have done your work, you're thrown aſide, 

As ſuch baſe tools ſhould be. 
Clod. Baſedo you call me? 

O thou more wretched than the baſeſt gegga 71 
For he unqueſtion'd breathes the liberal air, 
Drinks health and pleaſure at the running fount;; 
Gainſt thee the elements are ſhut, the Earth 3 
Our common parent diſavows thee, thee, - i 
Thy Country's out-caſt, and the ſport of Nature. 

Cic. Bluſh thou, for having made me what I am. 
I ſav'd my Country; thou haſt driven me from it. 
All good men bleſs me; thee all ill ones ſerve. 
"Thus by the larger portion of mankind | 
I'm baniſh'd ; thou condemned by the beſt : 
Farewell; Poſterity decide betwixt us. . Exit. 

Clodius remains. 

His words go thro my ſoul ; my cauſe is weak, 

And my good Genius fails me: Muſt I own q 

There is a dignity, a grace in Virtue, * 
Which vice in all its pomp can never reach . 

Wich all the enſigns of his power about din 5 
I faw, and figh'd not at the Conſul's greatneſs: 
| Now he appears ſp awful in diſtreſs, 

That I moſt envy when I moi — 
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